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RIGHT HONOURABLE 


Counteſs of SHANNON. 


Madan, 


b, Ir is obſervable that the opinion 


> 


. 7 


of the Public with reſpe& to the 
» * 


merits of any publication, is directed 


by perſons of real judgment, and 
Literary knowledge; The Genera- 
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1 
lity of People have not leiſure to 
criticiſe, nor inclination to form a 
judgment for themſelves; Many 
have not ſuitable abilities to the 
taſk, and thus the right of Deciſion 
is wiſely conſigned to thoſe of polite 


Education, extenſive Reading, and 


clegant Taſte in Literature. 


This Conſideration induced me 
(when I propoſed to publiſh my 
Poems) to ſeek the arbitration of 
ſome eminent perſon, known to 
poſſeſs judgment competent to Cri- 
ticiſm; of one whoſe Taſte was 


clegant 7 


1 


B 


elegant and refined, and whoſe 


Underſtanding was clear and diſ- 
cerning ;---I ſhould have erred had 
I put in Competition the abilities 
of any Arbitrator with your Lady- 
ſhip's well known taſte and under- 
ſtanding ; for without flattery, and 
as in ſpeaking truth from the reaf 
dictates of my mind I recede not, 
there is not any one of whoſe 
abilities in Criticiſm, (tho' they arc 
ſo mildly exerciſed) I am ſo well 


convinced, 


Your 


vin J 


Your Ladyſhip will believe me 
| when I aſſert that I am in every 
reſpec diffident and doubtful, whe- 


ther in my attempts at verſification 


it is in my power to exhibit the 
leaſt ſpecimen of poetical Abilities; 
Which occaſions me, in the bold 
attempt of committing poems to the 
preſs, to appeal for Deciſion in their 


cauſe to a tribunal that can be 


relied on for equity and ſkill ; and 
thus, Madam, I juſtity my preſump- 
tion when I take the liberty of 


troubling you with the peruſal of 


may 
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my Poetry, requeſting your Lady- 
ſhip will pardon, and patiently 
excuſe the interruption it may give 


to ſtudies and employments more 


uſcful and agreeable. 


Sincerity directs my Pen, and in 
conformity thereto I freely declare, 
that whether you condemn or ap- 
prove, I ſhall eſtimate the Quality 
of the Poems according to your 
Ladyſhip's opinion of them -I aſk 
not Clemency or Partiality in your 
deciſion, tho' my rejection of awards 


of ſuch a nature ariſes not from a 


reliance 
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reliance on the merits of my Com- 
poſition 3 for in truth, I much 
doubt the ſucceſs of the Poetry 
when it ſhall be examined by the 
nice eye of a well-judging Critic ; 
Tho' friends have flattered me with 
a kind approbation ; tho' their 
partiality has ſtamped already a 
ſceming value upon my work ; 
notwithſtanding the proſperous 
ray of Hope that brightened the 
outſet of my undertaking, I cannot 
but confeſs, even now, that a juſt 


opinion of tne real qualitics of the 
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Poetry remains ſtill to be aſcertained 
within my own breaſt ; to which 
end, give me leave, Madam, to have 
recourſe to that reſpectable judg- 
ment that is fully qualified to direct 
Poetical Talents much ſuperior to 
mine; and I am confident to ſay, 
that I ſhall deem your deciſion 
incontrovertible, from a conviction 
that your Ladyſhip's taſte in Poetry, 
ariſing from natural Abilities, a 
cultivated Underſtanding, and ex- 
tenſive Reading, is more excellent 


than that of many Learned Men, 


and 


X11 | 


and equal to the Taſte of any one 


whatſoever, 


I truſt theſe effuſions of my real 
thoughts will never be conſtrued by 
my Readers into a wiſh of flattery ; 
They who have the Honour of your 
Ladyſhip's acquaintance, will not 
heſitate to give Teſtimony to theſe 
aſſertions ; it would be ſuperfluous 
to inform them (who are as well 
convinced of the following truth as 
I am) that Lady Shannon poſſeſſes 
every Grace of Perſon, Mind, and 
Manners, fincere and unaffected 


Piety 
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Piety and Charity, and every 


1 
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amiable Virtue that can adorn the 


| higheſt Female character; I ſhall 


not therefore extend this Dedication 


to a greater length, being ſollicitous 


| for an opportunity of ſubſcribing 


myſelf, 


Madam, 
With the greateſt reſpect, 
| Your Ladyſhip's 

moſt obedient and 


moſt humble Servant, 


GEORGE SACKVILLE COT TER, 


— FAlyraville, near Cork, 


February 1788, 
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Song, 

Gladneſs, 

Song, 

Solitude, 
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Night, 
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Song, 
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The Valley ; or Sylvius and Paſtora, 


Page 


Prologue to a Tragedy PRs in private by Ladies 


and Gentlemen, 
Epilogue to the ſame, 
The Squire's Habitation, 
A Nightly Ramble, 
Epiſtle I. from Swadlinbar, 
Il. from ditto, 


—— III. from ditto, 
IV. from ditto, 


Ode to Prince William Henry, 


INSTALLATION 


O D E. 


(For M U 8 1 .) 


_— 
1 * D 5 N 
0 . « # «ate : 
* a 1 D © 4 — I x 
4 ” > 
y 2 
, >, m_— 
4 a. . * 1 
* 6 4 XA . 
3 " 4 + +4 22 : \ 
$i PE * 1 * F 8 > 
*, wow" "os ö 
j * 8 N 2 a 6 0 * - 


ADDRESSED TO THE 


KNIGUTS of Sr. PAT RIcCkR. 


1 STANZA. 

= 

7 5 Aoxan Maids, prepare the ſong, 

0 (To you the wond'rous pow'rs belong) 

10 | The ſtrains exalt ;—loud ſtrike the lyre, that wound 

o5 g 3 o pitch ſublime may rouſe a madd' ning ſound ; 
1 Or ſoftly ſunk to notes, 

24 24h Where breath melodious floats, 

28 = 1 By Zephyrs borne in breezy gales, 

133 | 3 To where a heav'nly calm prevails ; 4 

156 % ut rather in a ſtately pomp and flow, 

181 : Shall the heart-thrilling ſolemn Muſic flow, 


1900 2 nd fiag, far as the mightieſts concords go 
197 8 From trumpet and the loud embold'ning drum, 
1 Of Knights, that in Majeſtic Order come. 

A CHORUS, 
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CHORUS. 


Now glorious thoughts the heart exalt, 


And loftieft ſounds with all combine; 


Lift up the ſftrain—Arouſe—inſpired 


Or thence, where Weſtern Climates far and near, 1 85 


With vaſt Pacific hold the balanc'd ſphere, 


With univerſal voice conjoin. 


STROPH E. 
Hark ! I hear the tabret's ſound, 


With inftrumental notes profound 
Low-mingling, while the Harp ſo ſweet 
Makes the gay Symphony compleat. 

Strike on the feſtive Tabor ;—theſe 

Glad ſounds from heart rebounding, pleaſe, 
Let the tones ſwell, or conſtant flow, 
Where full and breathing organs blow, 
And waft the deepen'd peals that roll, 


Far thro' the concave of the pole. 


STANZA. 


From Indus to th' expanſe around 


Of regions by wide ocean bound, 5 
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| Amidſt the Sons of Men 


We ſearch and ſearch again ; 
But nought of Glory, Pomp, or State 


Superior find, or juſtly great 

; Compared with theſe full ſplendours, where combines 
1 All Grandeur, that in thrones or palace ſhines, 

2 1 That Nobles of the nobleſt virtues joins, 

7 And holds conſpicuous forth in ſocial band 


The great and much-loved Patriots of the land. 


CHORUS. 
Gladden ye people ! as in ſhade 
4 
* Of Erebus the vallies rung, 
When rocks re- echoed Orpheus' voice, 


And feſtive once the Manes ſung. 


1 ANTISTROPHE. 


* Now ſofter and inviting more 
® - Arcadian Pipes a ſweetneſs pour, 
Js And ev'ry Muſe that with delight 


They oft have charm'd again invite. 
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"Tis well nougght greater bliſs inſpires, 


Than full-concerted num'rous Lyres, 


That vibrate mingling to and fro 


Each Note, that Muſic can beſtow, 
And touch'd judicious, ſoften all 
With Tenor's modulated fall. 


CHORUS. 


Hail ! Joy extreme and welcomed full ! 
How gladly we thy grateful hour embrace ! 
In ſuch a cauſe who ſhould forbear, 


But with loud echoes rend th' aerial ſpace. 


Wil STANZA. 


|: As we in ſeſtive loud acclaims 

[ Raiſe juſtly theſe illuſtrious names, 
| So in great Alexander's triumphs, high 

| And Pop'lar voices echoed to the ſky, 
There Lydian meaſures well, 


In pleaſing accents fell, 
| And ſung the mighty Conqu'ror's praiſe. 


To flower ſtrains, or Roundelays. 
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ET hey erſt the one victorious Hero ſung, 


7 But here loud Voice with diſtant- reaching Tongue 


From many headed crowds hath praiſes rung 
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Of theſe collected Great, fo juſtly bound 


With bays, and with Hibernia's honours crown'd, 


SEMICHORUS. 


Mirth, advance, and ſocial Glee, 

From your bleſt receſſes free; 

Forth your gay Companions all 
Bring at Pleaſure's ſprightly call. 

In order juſt to moods advance, 
Sounding thro' the mazy dance ; 

In ſylvan ſcenes the meaſures lead, 

In wood and grove and brighter mead ; 
And where the Oak its ſhade profound, 
Stretches o'er the hallow'd ground ; 
Or on the graſſy verdure, ſtrains 

Shall call the wood-Nymphs to the plains. 
Chance the Muſe may ftring the Lyre, 
And ſuch ſuperior notes inſpire, 


As Rhodope' from Orpheus heard, 


Liſt'ning to the * bard, 


3 Or 


£03 
Or witneſſed Thebes from vocal ſhell, 
When {kill'd Amphion ſung fo well. 


CHORUS. 


For glorious thoughts the heart exalt ; 
And loftieft ſounds with all combine; 
Lift up the ſtrain—Arouſe—inſpired 


With univerſal voice conjoin. 


1 
D E. 


F (For MUSIC) 


* ADDRESSED TO THEIR GRACES 


"The Dukk and Dvucnzss of RUTLAND, 


On their arrival n CORK. 


5 STANZA. 


] O ſweetly flowing notes attune, 
And ſoftly wake the trembling lyre ; 


1 Enrapture with Poetic fire; 
40 


From theſe bleſt regions ſar begone 
0 Heart-rending Care and Woe forlorn! 


4 


2» Hibernia's nobleſt Virtues come, 


; In RuTLaxp, Great, Majeſtic, borne. 
$ CHORUS. 

1 Of theſe Ierne's ſouthern climes, 
8 Rejoice, ye happieſt Sons, rejoice; 

4 


And let the jocund glow of Mirth, 
Exalt a loud, but tuneful Voice. 


off STROPKE. 


11 


S TROPHE. 


Then fuller ſweep the clanging lyre ; 


Or let melodious warblings flow ; 
Pour forth the Viol's ſwifter notes, 


Now ſhrilly high, now ſoftly low. 


STANZA. 


Let not the tuneful String, that rous'd 
More trem'lous vibrates to the ſound, 
Midſt worthieſt praiſes echoed loud, 
While RuTrand's name with Honour's crown'd, 
The beauteous form forget, admir'd, 
That midſt the fair muſt faireſt prove, 
The Queen of Grace, that in her Steps* 


Bears Sweetneſs, Dignity, and Love. 


CHORUS. 


Of theſe Ierne's Southern climes 


Rejoice, &c. 


* Et vera inceſſu patuit Dea, VI. 


ANTISTROPHE. 8 


191 


j ANTISTROPHE. 


—— 


May dulcet Flutes (the ſweeteſt theſe, 
4 Of all the Inftrumental Quire) 


May Harmonies, that bliſs compleat 


Excite, to pleaſe her all conſpire. 


STANZA. 


* 
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Bui now the Lyre, howe'er inſpired 

< Ar Beauty and at Grandeur's call, 
The higher ſtrains confines and tunes 

4 To meaſures that mellifluous fall ; 

Fach wiſh conſigns, each pleaſing Joy, 

| 5 Which to bleſs human Life are ſeen, 

And ſoothing pleaſures, laſting, gives 


To RuTLanp, and to Beauty's Queen. 


: CHORUS. 

1 Tor theſe lerne's Southern climes 

1 Rejoice, ye happieſt Sons, rejoice ; | 
And let the jocund glow of Mirth 


= AExalt a loud, but tuneful voice. 


ODE 


Pnovprrious give thine aid my rural Muſe, 
And ſing with tuneful voice, 

A theme of vernal charms deſcriptive chuſe, 
In early year rejoice ; 

Diſcolour'd Winter flies afar, 

And deadly blaſts attend his car, 
While He in ſurly ftate removes; 

See in the Eaſt his chilling train 

Of Snows and Storms, and piercing Rain ; 
The Southwind mild his glad departure proves. 


II. 
What beauties now we ſee 


Of hedge and budding tree; 
| Copſes greener know 

The Seaſon's lively glow ; 

'Thro' the woodland ſeen 


Attend the opening green ; 
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In lighter tint array'd, 

At firſt with ſcarce a ſhade, 
But ſoon ſhall mingling boughs 
A deeper hue diſcloſe. 


III. 


Let pipes the Seaſon praiſe, 
Give to the winds the ſound, 
Let fuller notes rebound, 
N Glad echoed in Arcadian lays ; 
? Low Zephyrs and {weet 
| Moift, temperate, meet, 
Vniting to cheer the gay plains ; 
While Phcebus's ray 
Preſides o'er the day, 
And perfects the joy of the Swains, 


IV. 
Thou, O Spring, thy mildneſs forth 
Bringing, warmſt the bleaker North; 
Mingling, tepid Southern roves, 


Creeping thro? the teeming groves ; 


Sparkling 


- - _ - = — — — — — — * — — - — — 
— — — — 
— - — — — ——— 
— — — 
1 — — — . 
OW IS — - — ——— NS — — - 


L 12 J 


Sparkling gayer clear rills drop, 
From the ſteepy Mountain top ;— 
Where the waves pellucid, bright, 
O' er the wide ftream caſt a light, 
Burniſhed to the dazzling eye, 
Limpid flowing, curling high, 
The finny tenants of the flood, 


Shew glitt'ring, leaping, darting in a ſportive crowd. 


3 | 

What colour in meadow and fields 

Thus glows to the wandering ſight ? 
Enamelling whiteneſs it yields 

A ſplendour compared to the light. 
"Tis the bloſſom that new as the year, ; 

It's gaudineſs loves to diſplay, 
And ſhower'd ſo bright to appear, 

Diſcloſed to the genial ray. 
But liften a while to the voice, 

Of Chorifters tuneful aud loud, 
'That make all the vallies rejoice, 
Exulting in Muſical crowd. 
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VI. 


To gardens ſtray, 

Where Viſta's gay 

On each ſide vivid hues diſcloſe, 

; lore than the gaudieſt Seaſon ſheivs ; 


, © See to the riſing ray 
2 j As dew-drops melted fall, 
The flow'rets hail the day, 


OS 
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Innum'rous colour'd op'ning all; 
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He patica, thy beauties here 
He patica, thy 


In ſimple I 
"8 umpie Innocence appear, 


Nor leſs the ſnow-drop charms ; 

bs 9 onquil and tufted Crocus ſhine 

i 1 uricula's more lovely join, 

7 Where tepid ſolar beam prolific warms. 

; VII. : 
k ZO Srainc with thy ſoftening gales 

: 5 /Etherial, hover around; 

1 | 1 hy temperate pleaſure prevails, 


Inviting to echo a ſound ; 
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To tune to the gladdening lyre, 
A ſtrain that may crown thee with praiſe, 
That will to a meaſure aſpire, 


To rival the ſweets of thy days. 


9 
SUM M E R. 


I. 
Avorn the Bow'r, | 
With ev'ry flow'r, 4 
Let gayeſt bloom appear, 


The choiceſt of the year ; 
In gaudy crowds the bluſhing roſe, 
That brighteſt of the Seaſon blows, 
Adapt profuſe, with leafy garlands ſeen 
Of Aromatic ſenſe, and beauteous green ; 
O'er head to pleaſe the wand'ring eye, 
The jaſ mines bloſſom twine on high; 
Nor yet of Woodbine's bloom, ; 
Neglect the ſoft perfume, 4 1 
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But wreath them bound 
1 In circles round, 


And then with Daiſy- ſpotted Carpet ſiveer, 


4 CHORUS. 
: Now ev'ry Faun, and ſylvan God 
| | Wanders thro' the ſilent wood, 
Or grove, or beauteous glade beſide, 
2 Or where the cooling Rivers glide. 
0 But rather under ſhadow'd trees 
4 I Reſorting, whilſt the hum of bees 
And murmuring breezes wafted round 
4 Invite luxurious ſleep profound. 
& Enchanting ſeat of tranquil Joy ! 
$0 


= Pleaſures mild that never cloy ! 


j * When ardent Phoebus pours his ray, 
"4 Cool retreat from burning day ! 
© Where the Ilex green arms ſpread 
Circuit vaſt on grafly bed, 

That lofty o'er the Foreſt reigns, 


Monarch of the tufted plains. 


IT, 


L 16 J 
II. 
From the Bow'r 


At Ev'ning hour, 


Let's forth and jocund rove 
To yonder darken'd grove. 
Where Viſta's lengthen to the eye, 
Wich roof uprear'd and arched high; 
Lo! there the Horizontal beam depreſſed 
Glides mildly thro' and ev'ry lear̃'s at reſt ! 
A calm, inviting tranquil walk, 
Alone, or join'd with ſocial talk ! 
And thence to pleaſe us till, 
Let's to the bending hill, 
Where ſhrubs around 
Creep o'er the ground, 
Or in luxuriant thickneſs beauteous ſeen, 


Ariſe in glows of many-tinted green. 


CHORUS. 


Summer, may thy breezes {tray 


Eyer gently on our way, 


1 I 


And fan us while all joy prevails, 
With thy ſoft bewitching gales. 
May thy throne be ſtabliſh'd ſtrong, 
And rule the ling'ring Seaſon long; 


Thee we call, and to thy Name 
The bounteous flowing Song proclaim z 


Which ſhall o'er the Meads prevail, 
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Murm'ring to the diſtant Vale; 
We ſeck thee in umbrageous woods, 
"Midft rocks, and wild mæand'ring floods, 


Where Thou ſequeſter'd in the dell, 


Majeſtic, Solemn, lov'ſt to dwell, 
And grateful reigneſt, pow'rful, free, 


In ſhades Romantic form'd by Thee. 


III. 
In winding way, 
From vocal ſpray 


The dulcet warblings flow, 


TTT 


1 * 


As thro* the copſe we go; 

. : 

3 Liſten to the pleaſing Note 

& Of vving Songſter's tuneful throat; 


B 


4 
3 
: 
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What 


55 
What Muſic Nature's Choriſters excells ? 
What Harp, or Flute, or Pipe, or ſwteteſt Bells 2 
Catch the ſound the mellow Thrufh 
Whiſtles full from vonder buſh, 


And modulator gay 
The Red-breaſt pours a lay, 
Delighting ear 
Of all that hear.— 
While liſt'ning Philomel the day conſigns, 


Each fluit'ring tribe in mirthful concert joins. 


CHORUS. 


Pour the notes, ye rural Choir, 

Such as ſylvan Gods inſpire ; 

Shepherds, grace the tufted ſcene, 
Dancing on the level green; 

Now in a grateſul hour, the woods 

We leave, and viſit ſilver floods, 

'That thro' the meadows roll, or glide 


Thro' covert dark with ſhadow'd tide 
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Riſt. 
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Riſe, ye Naiads join the throng, 


And lead the feſtive dance along; 


. _ Let all combine to pour a lay, 
; In praiſe or SUuMwe R's chearful day. 
| 2 


4 I. 
* W.) greet thee, Auruux, with a jocund ſtrain! 
3 Hail! Plenty waving o'er the Golden plain! 
1 And what theme can the Muſe 
That gladdens in a ſeaſon bleſt, 


With fuller pleaſures chuſe ? 


* e 
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For Sport and Plenty ſuit her Genius beſt. 
Strike the firing, O Goddeſs gay, 


May ſweet tones echo from the lay, 
While Auruux harveſts crown the verſe; 
In ſtrains mellifluous touch the lute, 
mM Let ſoftneſs breathe from mellow flute, 
mW _ 


As rural joys the wild Song ſhall rchearſe. 
B 2 


II. 


l 20 J 
11. 


See, o'er the gay plain 


In lengthening train, 


Where the Harveſt in plenty's upborne, 4 | 


. 6 ; 7 
The Swain's with a Song, 9 


Loud carol along, 
And awhile is the Village forlorn; 


But yonder bright'ning ſheaves contain 
Of the long year, the ample gain, 
Where Stacks ariſe, where Reapers bind; 
"Tis pleaſure all, nor labour known, 
For feſtive looks the promiſe own, 


And Colin wooes his Sylvia to be kind. 
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Come forth at early Morn 
That peeps in dappled ſky, 
Liſt to the clam'rous horn, 
Nor let the joyous moments fly ; 


Take the lead, 
Wing with ſpeed, 


here 5 
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Where roaring the hounds 


Stretch over the grounds, 
With loud ſonorous voice, 


Let echoing rocks rejoice ; 


Exulting, crying, ſhouting pour 
4 ; | Thro' ſwifter chace for many an hour; 
| | Paſs on to the dale, 
From the ſteep of the vale, 
No danger ſhall ever diſmay ; 
On Meadow ſo bright, 
The Game is in ſight, 


And ardour outſtrips the wide way. 


IV. 
To differing thoughts more peaceful hence we change, 
And, Autumn, woo thy tranquil time, 
5 ; When temp'rate mildnefs rules the chme : 
+ : On thy calm ſcenes how grateful 'tis to range? 
What tho' gaudy Summer's ray 
Burniſh not thy woodland ſpray, 


4 Tho' crown thee not ſuch verdure green; 
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Thy yellow varied tincture ſpread 


On the wide- painted Foreſt head, 


Has charms in ſober Eye tranſcendent ſeen. 
V. 


In leaf-clad walks to ſtray, 
And take our wand'ring way, 
With fancy unconfin'd, 
How grateful to the penſive mind! 
In brown, and gleaming dim, but pleaſing ſhade, 
Lo ! Contemplation gives her filent aid. 
The rufiling walk, the ſhrubs entwined, 
'The Ivy with the Elm combin'd, 
As not a breath moleſts the trees, 
And ſcarce is heard the diſtant breeze, 
All wrapt in calmneſs, ſober pleaſe, 


A chearful gladneſs give, and mild Poetic eaſe, 


VI. 


The ſwelling Vintage claims the ſtrain ; 
With feſtive plenty Southern climes are bleſt, 
Where fertile lands, rich and luxuriant dreſt, 


Give liquid treaſures to the cruſhing Swain. 


A E 


No more in cluſt'ring bunches deep, 


3 The purple fruits pellucid peep 
From gay ſeſtoon of branches high, 
While rip'ning Phoebus from the (ky 
His beams maturing, piercing, pours, 
And paints the ſoſt delicious ſtores ; 
Now loaded veſſels guſh, 
1 With univerſal cruſh, 
2 Gladdens the Peaſant with new riches crown'd; 
In many a purple tide 
The flavour'd juice ſpouts wide, 


And iragrant inundation flows around. 


VII. 
Shall we not thy Seaſon praiſe 
Autumn giv'n to mirth and health ! 


Thy ſportive exerciſes raiſe 


A charm preferr'd to anxious love of wealth ; 
Where Coverts riſe and Copſes ſhade, 

'Y ; Or chance amidit the op'ning glade, 

Or irom the fern, or buſh, or ſurze, 


The ſpeckled Covey fluſhing flurs ; 


Yide 


l 1 


Wide ranging forth the eager Spaniel flies, 


Woods echo to the Gun's loud-burſting ſound; 


While haſt'ning Fate brings headlong from the ſkies, 9 : 
| And lays a lifeleſs Victim on the ground. 


VIII. 


Hence, all ye ruder ſports, begone! 
Superiour joys has Autumn known, 
With mild and temp'rate ray 


She leads us forth to ſtray, | 
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The flocks to viſit, whit'ning ſeen, 8 


| Scatter'd on the pearly green z 4 7 
At early morn to climb the gilded ſteep, 
And view the Sun emerging from the deep; 


If midday pleaſe, ſerener than the dawn, 


eee 
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To haſten healthful o'er the verdant lawn, 


1 
| The Landſcape, Hills, and Vales admire, 
And where the colour'd herds retire; = 
To trace the rill : : 
From riſing hill, ? 


To wind along the ſtream, 1 


Whoſe tide reflects the beam, 4% 
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Shot paler from the Sun declined, 


While glitter white waves lifted by the wind, 


IX. 
But why ſhould fill the Muſe's pow'r, 
O Auruu, praiſe thy happieſt hour; 
All ſpeak thy Seaſon far and near, 
Mott temp'rate of the changing year; 
To thee, the Song uptuned ſhould grateful flow, 
For rare thou giv'ſt the ruffian ſtorm to blov; 
Sport, and ſmiling Plenty's thine, 
Tho' ſober oft the grey-clouds low'r ! 
Tho' ardent ne'er thy ſplendours ſhine, 
Felicity attends thine hour, 


With ruddy health, and who ſhould wiſh for more. 


ODE 
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I. 


Cons, livelong Darkneſs deep, 
That rul'ſt the Wintry night, 
From the Bœotian ſteep, 
A Goddeſs forth invite, 
Who on the winds to roam, and ſtormy blaſt, 
Or the drear icy flakes tempeſtuous loves, 


Who on the cold ſhore bleak in Fancy caſt, 


The warring Elements, and horrors rude approves. 


I. 


What impulſe to the Lyre 
Shall the rude theme inſpire ? 


How 
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How ſhall the ſounds confuſed 
Of various ſtrings well uſed, 
Deſcribe the whirlwind's ire 
Toſs'd in Poetic fire? 
Thee, Winter, ſhall the Goddeſs ſway, 
And call thee to the meaſured lay, 
Undaunted at thy fierce attack, 
Thy howling deſerts ſhall explore, 
From Polar to the Southern ſhore, 


And fly on light wing rapid back. 


III. 


Where Northern regions glow, 
All whiteneſs, Ice, and Snow, 
New clouds the far Horizon crown, 
Fuller they riſe, and mix, and lour, 
Till all the Æther ruſhes down 
In frozen Elemental ſhow'r ; 
The broad Lake ſtretch'd an Ocean round, 


Oppreſs'd emits a ſullen ſound ; 


As 
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As hoar-top'd Mountains from their ſteepy heads 
Shake the vaſt glomerated drift, 


Aſpiring o'er the rugged Icy beds, 


And cauſe the Vale it's vaſt expanſe to lift. 


IV. 


Behold, amidſt the wat'ry roar, 

That laſhes wild the ſounding ſhore, 
And onward to the Pole, 

Of broken, vaſt, and Icy heads 

A diſencumber'd ruin ſpreads, 

While clouds above in conflict roll ; 

See Winter rides on high 
In congregated ſky 

Of Hail wide tempeſt-toſs'd, of Snows, 

Of Ice congenial, Sleet that blows 

Keen as the blaſt in which 'tis peat, 


Or looſe along the main wide-whiriing ſent, 


VI. 


Reeling the darken'd thickneſs drives, 
And mixing with the billowws, ſtrives 
T' vpturn 


E 1 


1 T' upturn the ſunk profound 
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1 'Tis all, Clouds, foaming Surge, and Storm, 
F Black Mift, Confuſion's ſhapeleſs form, 
As Chaos had his antient Empire found. 


VI. 
Return, at length, my Muſe, 
Nor yet thine aid refuſe ; 
To theſe our Climates tend, 


The willing Song belriend ; 


Now firike the lyre to notes, 


While thro' the æther floats 
A ſoſten'd ſound, that may invite 
1 The liſtning ear in Wintry night. 
When in the blue expanſive ſky 
The Night-fires ſparkle, twinkle high, 
That ſhine irradiate, lumin'd all ;— 
Lo! where the gliding Meteor ſhoots in diſtant fall ! 
The keen froſt glows, 
The hoar dew flows, 
2 Down to the hard incruſted river bed, 
'Y From atmoſphere of cold by Winter led, 


While tofie!d-wand'ring Swains Ice cracklcs as the y tread, 


VII. 
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The Scene's removed, and Fancy flies 


To ruder horrors of the Skies; 


The ſhort-day Sun deſcends, 
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Nor further comfort ſends; 
Obſcur'd are the Heay'ns in the track of his car, 
Diſtent are the clouds with a deluge afar ; 

Firſt ſhiver the trees 

With a murmuring breeze, 


Till ſtrength wings the tempeſt with ſpeed ; 


Tow'rs, Palaces rock, 
And horrors of ruin ſucceed ; 

Lo! mingled with rains 

Hail beats on the plains, 


The foreſt wide yields to the ſhocks ; 


And whirl in the vale, 


Deſtruction on cattle and flocks, 
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Then ſmote by the ſhock 3 


Floods ſweep thro' the dale, 5 
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VIII. 


But hence, Calamity, begone! 

The Muſe ſhall ſweeter ſubject own ; 

Shall viſit Winter pleaſing known, 

Beneath the hoſpitable roof, 

With friends united ;—jocund proof, 

Bleft is the ſeaſon, grateful, mild, 

When of external wrath deſpoil'd. 

1 view the blazing chimney round, 

A happieſt circle, that abound 

In Mirth, and Glce, while feflive grace 

Sits uncontroul'd on Delia's face; 

The flame upriſing, burniſh'd bright, 

Each face reflects a chearful light. 
Thee, Winter, let me viſit in thine hours, 
Where Concord reigns, and Converſation pours 
Faſt from the honeſt, unaffeted heart, 
Whence ſocial pleaſure adds it's eager part. 

Such is thy triumph, Seaſon grave, yet gay, 


Thus bleſt, and ſatisfied, we wiſh thee not away. 


ODE 


VV 


I. 


M USE from thine abode deſcend, 


Thou whom happieſt hearts delight, 


That joyeſt in {air Wedlock's ſmiles 
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Where Love and tenderneſs unite; 
And thee, Terpſichorè, we call, 
Who loudly, or with gentle fall 


Ne'er ſtruck the ſounding ſtring in vain; 


Inſpire a ſweet connubial lay, 


Let echoes murmur ſar away 


And tuneful anſwer to the glowing ftrain. 


CHORUS. 
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Soft and mournſul touch the Lute, 
Gently breathe the ſwelling flute! 
For lo ! at diſtance thro' the grove 


The vot'rics come of wedded Love; 
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Forth advancing hand in hand, 

What charms adorn the plighted band ! 
Youths endow'd with manly grace, 
With females rank'd of beauteous face ; 
And each to each in looks impart 


The language of a faithful heart. 


II. 
Hymen, to thee our Muſe's theme 
(Delights thee well the fragrant roſe) 
A woven chaplet bright we give, 
And ev'ry flow'r that faireſt blows z 
Ne'er od'rous garland of the May 
Once in Arcadia's happy day 


With ſweeter grace was beauteous crown'd ; 
Nor e'er amongſt the Shepherds true 


Of thoſe bleſt regions, giv'n to you 
Was gayer wreath, or gaudier Chaplet found. 


CHORUS. 
Now in Fancy's humour gay, 
At length we pour a chearful lay, 
C From 
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From pipe and tabor ftrike a ſound, 
Nor mix'd with graver notes profound, 
But let not ev'ry gladſome mind 

Be to the liſt'ning mood confin'd ; 
The Dance begin ; with nimble foot 
Let each his active humour ſuit ; 
Around the throne of Hymen, play 

In ſportive mirth the hours away; 
And while the ſwifter Reps rebound, 
Lead on encircling, round and round, 


ITE. 
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The meaſure ſwift break off, and all 
The jocund dance awhile confine ; 
For ſlow in ſolemn ftrains, the Muſe 
More aid invites with theſe to join g 
In well-prov'd Hymen's honour'd call 
From various times ſhe brings them all, 
Unnumber'd as the Ocean ſands; 
From Kings to Shepherds, num'rous crowd 


Of wedded pairs that praiſe aloud, YZ 
And ardent honour Hymen's ſacred bands, 4 1 
hob 
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CHORUS. 


6 Thee, ſhade of Orpheus, we invite, 

4 | Who in the climes devoid of light, 

Y By Hymeneal Love allur'd, 

The dread Tartarian woes endur'd ; 
Behold ! how throng the tribes around, 
To honour Hymen's ſacred ground ! 
Then each a beauteous chaplet weave, 
And glad by turns the off ring give; 
With theſe Pelicity attends, 

And to her fav'rites bleſſings ſends, 
Unſelt by others, unattain'd, 
Where Vice and Lux'ry long have reign'd ; 
Bleſſings, Hymeneal, great, 
Peculiar to the wedded flate ;— 

Then, Hymen, may thy Joys be known, 
For ever honour'd be thy throne ; 

May all with wreaths thy temples crown, 
And mankind thee their Patron own ; 
The happieſt of this mortal Life, 


A conſtant Huſband, and a virtuous Wife. 
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Tu E Summer was chearfully gay, 


The Meadows were charming and green, 


Moſt ſweetly I paſs'd the long day, 


When Clora enliven'd the ſcene; 
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The birds as they ſung from the ſpray, 
And with melody ſoften'd the air, 

| Saluted the Nymph on her way, 

And hail'd her the Queen of the Fair. 
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| 1. 
As we walk'd on the green bloſſom'd hill, 
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8 How fragrant and ſivect was the gale, 


That blew from the ſide of the rill, 
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Where violets painted the vale ; 


— — 


11 


Each flow'ret ſhone lovely to view, 


With bloſſoms the verdure was ſpread ; 
The hours were too happy, 'tis true, 


Too ſhort—for alas ! they are fled. 


III. 
The cowſlips and daiſies that grew, 


Seem'd to envy the bloom of the fair, 
The Roſes and Violets blue, 


Loft colour, when ſhe was but there ; 


Fach Zephyr, each whiſpering breeze, 


1 When ſhe ſpoke, what a ſweet-flowing voice 

4 Pronounc'd the dear thoughts of her breaſt; 

| 4 How Nature ſeem'd ail to rejoice, 

1 — But attentive the Birds were at reſt. 

_ 

IF IV. 

3 The Streams that gl'de gently along, 

4 | The Meadows all cover'd with gold, 

Z = They have liſten'd too oft to my ſong, 

3 They have heard when my Love I have told ; 


The Lampkins ſo playful around, 
The warblers that ſat on the trees, 


Wich tenderneſs ech»ed the ſound, 
C 3 Ah! 
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V. 


Ah! when ſhall I walk in the grove, 
Or court the cool ſhade of the bow'r ? 
When with thee, my dear Nymph, ſhall I rove, 
And in converſe enjoy the bleſt hour? 
Again ſhall the innocent ſmile 
Flow free without anxious care, 
And a ſigh from the heart in the while 


Shew ſweetneſs and conſtancy there? 


VI. 


Where now ſhall I wander alone ? 
On the pleaſanter beach of the ſea ? 
The beach that ſo bleſt I have known, 
When I fix'd my fond heart upon thee ; 
The view of the glaſs-ſurfac'd tide, 
That murmurs fo ſoftly to ſhore, 
And the green waves that pleaſingly glide, 
Once happy, are happy no more, 
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VII. 


Say, what will e'er give me delight? 

What proſpect ſo lively and gay ? 
Can the pleaſures of Summer invite, 

Or the ſweet-blooming verdure of May ? 
Oh never that joy ſhall I find, 

On the beach, in the meadow, or grove, 
If thou art not conſtant and kind, 


And true to the dictates of Love. 
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The former PASTOR AT, 
Tranſlated into LATIN VERSE. 


| I. 
F OPLENDEBAT quondam arridens mihi ſuaviter æſtas, 
JF Florida monſtrabat gramina pulcher ager, 


* 


Lætus eram eſtivi per tædia longa diei ; 


En aderat cordi cara puella meo. 
Dum vario reſonare avium modulamine ſylwæ, 

Et latum audiri dulcifonumqus melos, 
Nympha, per extenſum flectens veſtigia campum, 


Ibat czleſti pulchrior ipſa Dea. 


Progreſſis, 
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Progreſſis, altè qua ducit ſemita, nobis, 
Grata patebat ibi dulcis ubique roſa; 
Dum ripis equidem veniebat ſuavior aura, 
(na redolens violæ flos decorabat humum. 
Continuò nitidos monſtrabat gemmula flores, 
Lucebatque oculis arboris omnis honos; 
Mecum egomet tandem infelix “ fuit hora beata, 


Heu! fuit hora brevis, deliciæque breves ! 


III. 
Lilia, pulchricolorque hortorum gloria, ut idem 


Exoptare ſibi floreat ore rubor. 

Purpureo viola exornata colore, rubenteſque 
IIla pallebant adveniente Roſæ. : 
Onam vox dulciſona ambroſiis ſuaviſſima labris 

Edita, quam fluere à virginis ore melos ; 
Lætitiæ Natura dare hec ſpeClacula, miris 


Quin preſſa volucres voce, tacere modis, 


IV. 


Gratus ubi nitidi rivus perlabitur unda, 
Et picta auricomis floribus arva patent, 
Audiit en lumen, noſtros et ſenſit amores, 
Quia gemitus noſtros, votaque ſenſit ager, 


Lene 
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Lene ſonans Zephyrus, lenis circum aura ſuſurrans, 


Inter ludentes quæ ſalit Agna greges, 


Cantu mellifluo modulans ex arbore, dulces 


Exultavit avis voce referre ſonos. 


V. 


Ah ! quando ad ſaltus rurſum veſtigia flectam? 
Quando iterum recreans protegat umbra caput ? 

Te quando late comitem, cariſſima Nympha, 
Alloquii libans Nectara pura tui? 

Illa fit in vultu rurſumne expreſſa benigno 
Lztitia, atque expers anxietate fluat ? 

Amplius effundant gemitus ſe ſponte fideli 


Pectore, blanditiæ mollia ſigna tuz ? 


VI. 


Aua tandem incertos mihi fit defleclere paſſus ? 
Aquoris an ſolus Littora grata petam ? 
Littora, quæ quondam expertus gratiſſima novi, 

Pectora cam flammis incaluere novis. 
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Longs illic vitreos proſpectu eft cernere fluctus, 


Murmurat et placidis motibus unda ſonans, 
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At glaucam labens quze Lympha ſupervenit undam, 
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Non, ubi grfita olim, jam mihi grata fluit, 


— 


VII. 


Felicis doceas me animi, Dilecta, quietem, 

Vitam quo dicas rure beatus agam ? 
Amplius anne unquam poflint wftiva'vocare. 

Gaudia, veſtitu et Maiia cinta novo? S: 
Talia nil noſtræ poſthac mihi gaudia menti, 

Nec mare, neve Agri, grata nec Umbra dabunt, 
Ni tua ſub memori maneat conſtantia corde, 


Ni verus vero in pectore regnet amor. 


INVITATION. 
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3 I. 
| My Pipe, echo ſweetly around, 
1 And tune a gay paſtoral ſtrain, 
hat Clora allured by the ſound, 
May come from the neighbouring plain, 


5 II. 
But chance the glad joy of the Dale, 
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The Dance may her preſence obtain; 
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Feſtivity more may avail, 
Than the Pipe of her faithfulleſt Swain, | 
III. 
The Shades of our Valley, my fair, 
Are void of the heat of the ray; 
The cooleſt receſſes are there, 
A retreat in the noon of the day. 
IV. t 
4s I fing in the depth of the grove, 
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Where elms in their branches entwine, 


The birds tune their carols above, 


But never ſo mournful as mine; 
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IV. 
For left by the Maid I adore, 
As true Love aſſuages my mind, 
And yields not to gaiety more, 


To ſorrow my heart is inclined. 


VI. 
My Clora, ſo charming and fair, 
Whoſe form is admired by the Swains, 
In pity, in kindneſs prepare, 


To viſit our lowlier plains ; 


VII. 
What Gift is there now in the ſhade, 
What flow'r ſo enticing and fair, 
What bloſſom wild grows in the glade, 
But for thee I will gather with care? 


VIII. 
My Lambs ſhall amuſe thee with play, 


As on the green bank you recline, 


Before thee ſo fleecy ſhall ſtray; 
The whiteſt of all ſhall be thine 
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IX. 
If thou from thy Shepherd wil't deign, 
From him who would wiſh to believe 
Thou heareſt him not with diſdain, 


So humble a Gift to receive. 


X. 
ll make for thy pleaſure a bow'r, 
At the foot of yon ſheltering tree ; 


And toiling for many an hour, 


The taſk ſhall be pleaſure to me, 


XI. 
The ſweet-ſmelling ſhrub ſhall be join'd 


To branches that droop to the ground ; 
The Pinks and the Roſes combin'd, 


Shall give a ſweet odour around. 


XII. 
Does ever my fair one delight, 
Tho' ſhades on the covert may gloom, 


To wander where woodbines unite, 


And Eglantines breath a perfume ? 


lt. 
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X1II. 
If e'er be her wiſh to admire, 
The bey of Landſcape and dats, 
© then let her hither retire, 
Where Nature and Art deck the Vale. * 


XIV. 
Our brooks ſcatter forth from the hill, 
And bubble mzandering here; 


Steal o'er the white ſand in a rill, 
As glaſs, fo pellucid and clear ; 


RV. 


Where the willow bends over the ware, 
And the Poplar o'erhangs the green fide, 
There ſunk in a watery cave, 


— The filyer-finn'd Nations reſide. 


XVI, 


How pleaſing to trace the wild mae! 
And by the gay rivulet go ! 
How oft on the waters I gaze! 


And the haunts of the fiſhes 1 know! 
fe + MN | Where 
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Where ſated and drowſy my ſheep, 


Are gather'd reclining at eaſe, 
I viſit ſecured on the ſteep 
The induſtrious ſtores of my bees, 


XVIII. 


There oft in the heat of the noon, 
While ſhrubs twine my temples around, 


Is the hum of melodious tune, 


And my ſenſes are lull'd by the found. 


XIX. 
My Paſtures are green to the ſight, 
My trees and alcoves are admired, 
Let the promiſe of pleaſure invite 


Thee, Clora, with pity inſpired ; 


XX. 
If Pity, or e'en the ſlight pow'r 
Of gentle approving be thine ; 


Draw near in a proſperous hour, 


To your faithfulleſt Shepherd incline, 


SONG 


—— — 
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I, 


QOwaixs of the Dale, who ne'er have ſeen 
My Love adorn the upland green, 


By true deſcription know the fair, 
Tell me then, if Delia's there. 


II. 
This Morn, the Sun upriſing gay, 


She left the Hamlet, forth to ſtray; 
Chance to the hill her ſteps to bear; 
Tell me then, if Dalia's there. 


III. 
Her Beauty's brighter to the Eye, 


Than flow'rets of a crimſon dye; 
In ringlets flow'd her nut-brown hair; 


Tell me then, if Dxzlia's there. 


IV. 
Her ſhape (but who in words can trace 


Or paint ſuch elegance and grace) 
Is thin, erect, with noble air; 
Tell me then if Dxlia's there, 
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V. 

But if you view her charming face, 

There beauty's perſect line you trace, 

Ci reled eyebrows, temples fair; 


Tell me then, if Delia's there. 


VI. 
The Roſebud oft you may have known, 
Red pouting burſt, and precious blown ; 
Such lips has ſhe, for whom I care; 


Tell me then, if Delia's there. 


VII. 
A Roſy Smile, a dimpled check, 
A ſkin ſo downy and fo ſleek, 
To take my heart reſiſtleſs were; 
Tell me then, if Daelia's there. 
VIII. 
Tl ſeek the wood, and croſs the plain, 
And to the valley forth again; 
Ill climb the hill with aſpect gayer, 


And lighter heart if Dzlia's there. 


D SONG. 
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I. 
O C/ALIA, faireſt of the fair, 
As abſent, lonely, far 1 ſtray, 
Inftruct me how, and tell me where, 
I now may paſs the livelong day? 
II. 


In vain I roam, and ſearch around, 


Tho' ev'ry clime on earth I try, 
The love of thee will ever wound, 
Thy beauteous form will ſtill be by. 
| III. 
O cruel Nymph, thoſe words forbear, 


That thou no more muſt yield to Love; 
The plains could tell, and Shepherds there, 
How oft I wept in every grove. 
IV. 
My flocks have ſhared their Shepherd's grief, 
My vallies blooming once and green 
In vain I hoped would give relief, 
Nor be unkind as thou haſt been. 


WP 


V. 


The fragrance of the dewy flow'r, 
No longer ſhews it's ſweets to me; 
Now droops the ſhadowy Myrtle bow'r ; 
How gloomy louks the Foreft tree ! 
VI. 
Sincere to Love, I'll ſtray from home; 
To diſtant climes I'll faithful fly 
Sincere to thee, I'll abſent roam; 


When fate commands, I'll faithful die. 


— — 


. 
— —— 
I. 
Us HAPPY removed from my fair, 
Oh! could I attend to her ſmiles, 


And view what her features declare ! 


For chance ſhe her Shepherd beguiles, 
| I. 
Perhaps ſhe is fickle and gay, 
And blyther than Love ſhould allow; 
And abſence may baniſh away, 


The thought of my tendereft yow ; 
D 2 Ti: 
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III. 
Tis ſaid, and the villagers kind 


Have whiſper'd it oft to mine ear, 
My fair one has lately inclined 
A livelier Shepherd to hear, 


IV. 
My Clora, beware of the Swains ; 


Their words carry danger and guile ; - 


Tho' while they walk forth on the plains, 
They talk with an affable ſmile ; 


V. 
Apparel ſo gay is their choice, 
But vanity rules the deſign ; 


Tho' Compliments flow from their voice, 


They're falſe, when they flatter ſo fine. 


VI. 
J tremble, and anxious fear! 


O tell me how falſe is the tale; 


Refuſe me not, Clora, to hear 


None other ſhall ever prevail; 


1 


VII. 


] pine and am doubtful in thought ! 
Anxiety tortures my mind ! 
"Twas likely my Nymph would be ſought, 


And. her heart to another inclined. 


VIII. 


As I walk in the meadows, I ſigh! 
And utter complaints in the ſhade ! 
Is inconſtancy, often I cry, | 


To be found in ſo gentle a maid 


IX. 
I've heard all the Shepherds agree, 


Perhaps 'tis a maxim to own, 
That the hearts of all maidens are free, 


And never have conſtancy known. 


. 
If ſhe that inſpired me with Love, 
And her words were ſo mild to believe, 
Unkind to ſincerity prove, 
What Corydon's woe ſhall relieve ? 
D 3 Deſpairing 
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XI. 
Deſpairing of eaſe to my care, - 
In the deep of the Foreſt I'll ſtray, 
My mind, full of miſery there, - 
May be pleaſed with the gloom of the way. 8 
XII. 


No other ſafe refuge I'll ſeek, 
But to hide from the Nymphs of the plains, 
Who cruel, tho' ſeeming ſo meek, 


Hurt the peace of their favourite Swains. 


| D A M O N. 


| I. 
| Sap Damon left the feſtive board, 


il And to th' umbrageous covert hied, 


| Where in indulgence deep to roam, 
[ And grieve the darkſome dell beſide ; 
| II. 
For troubles inly weigh'd his breaſt, 
That late his hapleſs heart had known; 


And thus he made his ſorrow'd plaint, 


Diſtreſs'd, unſriended and alone; 3 
on Veep 
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III. 


« Deep is the wound which Love has made 
In heart ſuſceptible as mine, 
3 Sbarp is the thought of never viewing 


Charms, my Delia, ſweet as thine; 


IV. 
« Whene'er reflection's pleaſing pain 
Recalls thoſe happy ſcenes to view, 
With joy ſincere my heart o'erflows, 8 


= To think that Delia once was true; 


V 


« What tenderneſs unfelt before, 


And ſofteſt paſſions warm'd my heart, 
When in thoſe happy vales we ſigh'd, 
And wept that we ſo ſoon muſt part! 


VI. 
Deceitful hours! that could fo ſwift 
Fly to bring on our mutual woe! 
In abſence dreary, wearied Fancy 


Feels them tedious, dull, and flow. 
| « With 
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VII. 
« With fears unjuſt, O Nymph beloved, 


How anxious once you uſed to ſay, 
That abſence ſoon would quite efface 


The thought of e'en the happieſt day! 


VIII. 


« Vain were the words I then could uſe, 
How e'er forget a form ſo dear, 
Still with that fond look you told me, 


Youth will ſeldom prove ſincere. 


IX. 
« Say do the hours paſs happy on, 


Nor does my ſweet inconſtant grieve, 
Can the enchanting lawn or grove, 


True happineſs and pleaſure give ? 


X. 


« Can chearful dance or rural ſport, 
Thy mind amuſe with ſocial Joys ? 
Alas ! you ne'er reflect on him, 


Whom anxious thought of Love employs, 
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XI. 
« Let not my fears, thus prove too true, 
But tho' our fate awhile to part, 
Still we may hope to meet again, 


And ſhare a mutual warmth of heart. 


F. 


I. 


Vo. birds, who have witneſs'd my vow, 
That I gave in the Sycamore ſhade, 


And heard my fair Clora allow, 

The tendereſt promiſe I made, 
O fly to the beautiful fair, 

And tell her the grief of her Swain, 
When of late ſhe reſign'd him to care, 


And now has forſaken the plain, 
II. 
Ah! ſay, — but the word ſhould be mild, 


The voice whiſper'd ſoft to her ear, 
How cruel ſhe was to have ſmiled, 
And encouraged her Shepherd ſincere ; 
Her 
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Her paſſion was tender, he thought, 
Then fondly he gave up his heart, 
He knew not the Nymph would have ſought, 


Ever thus from ner Lover to part. 


III. 
Let her know, that I wander along, 
Confounded, amazed, as I go! 
My voice cannot utter a ſong, 
Nor expreſs my ſad feeling and woe! 
To lament to the foreſt I chuſe, 
And with weeping to water the plain, 


But tears their lone comfort refuſe, 

And my Pipe cannot compaſs a ftrain ! 
IV. 

May my ſheep running far from their home, 
(From attention alas ! they are free !) 

In the fight of my Shepherdeſs roam, 
Perhaps they'll remind her of me; 

My Lambs in her preſence that play'd, 
When once the gay valley ſhe graced, 

May remind, that on me, as we ſtray'd, 


Was paſſion and confidence placed, 


But 
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V. 


But alas ! what have I for relief, 
| What hope to expect from our loves? 
She is gone and has left me to grief, 
All, all, her Inconftancy proves! 
For laſt when I ſaw her, ſhe ſaid, 
Tho' her looks were as kind as before, 
] heard it with ſorrow and dread, 


« That I was not to think of her more! 


VI. 
Ah! Clora, if thus you reward, 


On a true lover fixing a doom, 
If fatal ſhould prove the award, 
O promiſe to viſit his tomb ! 
Strew Roſes and violets round, 
As a token you've pity and pain, 
That you wiſh you had faithfully crown'd, 
The Love of your ſorrowful Swain. 


SONG. 
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I. 


VW AS ever hour ſo ſweetly bleſt 
As when with Clora forth I ſtray'd, 


No longer with my cares oppreſt, 


And liſten'd to the charming maid. 


II. 


Lone Melancholy, anxious fear, 
By abſence cauſed, I long had borne; 
Till Clora's ſelf returning here, 


No more I felt a pang forlorn. 


III. 
With her thrice happy to the Groves 


I roam'd, and thro' the ſolemn ſhade, 


There liſten'd to the cooing doves, 


And ev'ry ſound the Zephyrs made. 


IV. 
How ſwiſt before her ſteps I flew, 


Each thorny briar aſide remov'd, 
And ev'ry twiſted ſhrub that grew, 


| Leſt theſe moleſt the Nymph I loy'd. 
Methought 
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V. 


Methought ſhe grateful look'd, and ſmiled;— 
5 The ſmile pierc'd deeply to my heart; 
l hoped alas ! by love beguiled, 


5 That her's would ſhare a mutual part. 


VI. 


Her words gave ſweetneſs to the breeze, 
That murmur'd then more ſiveetly round, 


Her gentle mildneſs join'd to theſe, 


Perſuaſion hung on ev'ry ſound, 
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VII. 
How could I e'er, my Swains, believe, 
As thus I gave to her my Love, 
When Happineſs I ſhould receive, 


That ſorrow would my portion prove? 


VIII. 


* 


Alas! ſhe's gone —l'm left to mourn ! 
Her mind is gay, her heart is free; 
The pangs of Abſence might be borne, 


If &er I knew ſhe thought of me. 
IDYLLIUM, 
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1 AS ever hour ſo ſweetly bleſt 
As when with Clora forth I ſtray'd, 


No longer with my cares oppreſt, 


And liſten'd to the charming maid. 

I. 4 

Lone Melancholy, anxious fear, | 

By abſence cauſed, I long had borne ; 
Till Clora's ſelf returning here, 


No more I felt a pang forlorn. 


III. 
With her thrice happy to the Groves 


I roam'd, and thro' the ſolemn ſhade, 
There liſten'd to the cooing doves, 


And ev'ry ſound the Zephyrs made. 


IV. 
How ſ{wiſt before her ſteps I flew, 


Each thorny briar aſide remov'd, 
And ev'ry twiſted ſhrub that grew, 


Leſt theſe moleſt the Nymph I lov'd. 
| Methought 
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Methought ſhe grateful look'd, and ſmiled;— 
The ſmile pierc'd deeply to my heart; 
I hoped alas ! by love beguiled, 


That her's would ſhare a mutual part. 


VI. 


Her words gave ſweetneſs to the breeze, 
That murmur'd then more ſweetly round, 


Her gentle mildneſs join'd to theſe, 


Perſuaſion hung on ev'ry ſound, 


VII. 


How could I &'er, my Swains, believe, 
As thus I gave to her my Love, 
When Happineſs I ſhould receive, 


That ſorrow would my portion prove? 


VIII. 


Alas! ſhe's gone—I'm left. to mourn ! 
Her mind is gay, her heart is free 
The pangs of Abſence might be borne, 


If &er I knew ſhe thought of me. 
IDYLLIUM, 
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CORYDON and CLORA. 


The MEE TIN G. 


I. 
CorvyDoN. 


May the beams that are ſeen thro' the ſhade, 
And gild the wide meadows with gold, 
Give joy to thee, beautiful maid, 
And the new day ſo happy unfold ; 
O Clora, how bleſt is the Swain! 
Thy preſence has chear'd the gay vale 
See ſplendid illumin'd the plain! 


How bright are the trees of the dale! 
II. 
CLORA. 


Good Shepherd, I thankful approve 
Thy words and thy wiſhes ſo kind, 
How pleaſant theſs walks of the grove! 
And the Landſcape amuſes my mind 
Wilt 


160 1 


Wilt thou, gentle Swain, as I ſtray, 


You have courage and truth I have known, 
Conduct without danger my way? 


For I fear'd to have wander' d alone. 


III. 


Co R VY DON. 


Sweet Maiden, how happy am TI, 
Made worthy to rove with my fair! 
I'll guard thee, tho' danger be nigh, 
With thee, ev'ry peril I'll ſhare. 
In the charms of the Morn I had thought 
You delighted theſe vallies to ſee ; 
Say, Clora, what cauſe ſhould have brought 
The bliſs of thy preſence to me ? 


IV. 


Crora. 
"Tis ſtrange, as it ſure may appear, 


That a Maid unaccuſtom'd to rove, 
Should be ſeen with gay Corydon here, 
And viſit his vallies and grove ! 

My ſheep in a terror had ftray'd, 
Alarm'd and diſperſed in the dawn ; 
1 gather'd them ſoon in the ſhade, 


But one of them's miſſing and gone, 


Perhaps 
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V. 


CoR Y DON. 


FC: ? 5 

Perhaps tis a Ewe newly ſhorn, 2 
0 "id 4 E 7 

As ſoft and as white as the ſnow, 8 


For ſuch a one Corin this morn, = 


Found wild in the paſture below. 


But Clora, the pride of the plain, 


Delay thee, and tarry awhile, 
Let my valley thy preſence detain, 
And my fields that ſo gratefully ſmile, 


VI. 


CLORA. 


Good Corydon, kind is your voice ; 


'Tis folly now longer to roam; £2 


To recover my ſheep I rejoice, 
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For Corin will bring it me home; 


And truly this ſcene is ſo gay, 
Thele ſhrubs and the vale in the morn, 
That here I ſhould wiſh to delay, 
But the Shepherds expect my return. 


IDYLLIC. 
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CORVY DON and CLORA. 
4 THE 
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I. 


CON DO. 
t It is ſorrow to ſee thee depart, 


When the bliſs of thy converſe I own ; 


Conſent to the wiſh of my heart, 
Say when ſhall I ſee thee alone? 


re much in my mind to be faid ;— 
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Ill meet thee ere dews of the night, 
(And ſhall thy way thither be led ?) 


Where the lawn and the Foreſt unite, 
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CLORa. | 
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No, Shepherd, thy honour, thy mind 


Is well to be truſted and true, 
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Yet to this I could ne'er be inclined, 


For much to my character's due; 


E 
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Thy heart may have more to be ſaid, 
Yet I cannot e're dews of the Night 
My ſteps ſuffer there to be led, 


Where the lawn and the Foreſt unite. 
III. 


Co RVY DOM. 


How ſhall I thy prefence forego ? 
So ardent I wiſh thy delay ; 
Your words with ſweet melody flow, 

How pleaſing whatever they ſay ! 
Then know the true thoughts of my heart, 
With thee I'm enamour'd alone; 

My true Love I give without art, 


Thee the maid of my wiſhes I own. 
IV. 


+84 % © 


O Shepherd, take back the raſh vow ! 
You'll often repent of the tale ; 

Nor haſty profeſſion allow 

O'er prudenter thought to prevail ! 


Tho' thy tongue may be true, as thy mind, 


Oft changes the frailty of youth ; 
Then to Love you'll no more be inclined, 
But will forfeit your paſſion and truth. 


COR VDO. 
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V. 


Co RY DON. 


O ne'er ſhall it happen, I ſwear ! 

I devote my true paſlion to thee z 
Await thee my valleys fo fair, 

And my fields, if you'll liſten to me! 
My fountains, that bubble ſo bright, 

My flocks and my herds ſhall be thine, 
My ſhrubs and the ſhades that invite, 


If thou wilt conſent to be mine? 


VI. 


Gon 


— - ' 


I cannot thy kindneſs requite ; 
"Tis ſudden, and gives me ſurpriſe ! 


| would not to cheriſh delight 


— 


A paſſion ſo new in its riſe ; 
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Let Time give a ſurety to vows, 

"Twill a proof of their merit appear; 
If time the ſame diate allows, 

I may think thee a Lover ſincere. 
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VII. 


Co R Y DO. 


Ah! long have I ſeen and admired 


That beauty, and hung on that voice! 
How oft too with envy infpired, 
If with others you ſeem'd to rejoice ! 


My walks in the Grove I have dreſt, 


——ů—— ͤ—u—U— 


With ev'ry gay flow'ret to meet, 
And ftudied each ornament beſt, 


For Clora a Bow'r to compleat. 
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VIII. 


G6. 


Kind Shepherd, thy paſtures are bright, 
Thy flocks are diſpers'd in the vale, 
Thy herds are fo pleaſing to ſight, 
But nought can at preſent avail ; 
I've heard of thy beautiful Bow'r, 
| The bloſſom of woodbine is there; 


Perhaps in a ſoberer hour, 
Tis reſerv'd for another gay fair, 


CorRryYD 0% 
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IX. 


ConryYD 0 N. 


My Clora, now ere I ſhall ſay, 

Thou art cruelleſt Nymph of the plain, 
O tell, as from thee I ſhall ſtray, 

What joy ro my Life ſhall remain ? 
Give comfort to think on apart, 

Whene'er I ſhall wander alone ; 
Give hope to the with of my heart, 


That I may not be wholly undone. 


X. 
C LO RA. 
Thee, Corydon, well I approve, 
No other gay Swain is preferr'd ; 
Perhaps thou art fteady in love, 
Of thy paſſion already I've heard; 
If you will not be firſt to relent, 
When you view the gay maids of the green, 
I give thee full hope of conſent, 
For no gratefuller Shepherd l've ſeen. 
E 3 SONG, 


I. 


T've found my Love for Dzlia true, 
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So ſweet a pain I never knew, 
I love as true as firft I loved, 


When time had not my paſſion proved, 
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II. 


Now ſhe hears me not diſcloſe, 3 
Perhaps ſhe pities not my woes; 
While in anxious hope and fear, 


I ſigh, and ſhed a filent tear. 


III. 
T'll go, and ſeek her on the plain, 


And aſk her to reſolve my pain; 
Unkind and faithleſs ſhou d ſhe prove, 


1 Il try to bid adieu to Love. 
| h ANTICIPATION 


N 
ANTICIPATION. 


X. 


I. 
Tuv premiſe 1 gratefully own, 
So ſweetly to ſpeak it was thine, 
If ever I faithleſs am known, 


Calamitous fortune be mine ! 
II. 


® 
If ever I cauſe thee to weep, 


3 Our wedlock to blame as unbleſt, 
May my vallies, my herds, and my ſheep 


Be with famine and ruin oppreſt ! 
III. 


The ſeaſons a joy ſhall inſpire, 
Perpetual, various, and gay; 
All pleaſures for thee ſhall conſpire, 


That life may paſs ſweetly away, 
IV. 


For thee Tu the roſes entwine, 
That they ſcatter their odours around, 
I'll trim all my hedges fo fine, 
And train the ſweet ſhrubs Gram the ground; 
Has 
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V. 


Has Clora e'er view'd on the green, 
The ſhade of the wide ſpreading tree, 
That alone in the valley is ſeen ? 


It often gave ſhelter to me ! 


VL 


This let me adorn for thy ſake, 
Where often ſupine at thine eaſe, 


Repoſe in the Summer to take, 


Soft lull'd with the hum of the bees. 


VII. 
To grotto's Þ'll lead thee away, 
And Coolneſs it's pleafure ſhall yield, 
Whene'er the bright beams of the day 


Permit not to walk in the field. 


VIII. 
My ſountains upriſe in the hill, 
No ſpot could you pleaſanter know; 
Lo! yonder they bubble and fill, 
Where a thorn ſhades the Chryſtal below. 


Thence 
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IX. 
Thence borne in a rivulet fair, 

How clear the bright Element roves 
By the lawn and the clumps that are there, 


Till it pierces and waters the groves ! 


X. 
There oft in the dell we'll reſide, 
As the brook murmurs ſoft to our voice, 
Words ſmooth as the fountain ſhall glide, 


Or loud as the murmur, rejoice. 


XI. 
The Eve ere the Sun ſhall decline, 
While ſhadows extend on the plain, 
And the birds yet in harmony join, 


Will invite thee to ſtray with thy Swain; 


XII. 


How beauteous and Glaſſy the Lake! 
And the fiſhes are ſporting around ! 
That ſcene you'll ne'er wiſh to forſake, 


Where daiſies ſpread over the ground. 
There 
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XIII. 


There far on the waters that glide 
The willows are penſive inclined; ; 


The Swan too is borne in his pride, 
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In colour as pure as thy mind. 


XIV. 
| O think on the ſweets of the fields ! 
| | How the Landſcape is heighten'd by low! 
| What pleaſure and beauty it yields ! 
How bappy each valley and grove ! 


. 
Together we'll mount the green hill, 


And the proſpect around us admire; 
The country ſo placid and ſtill 


Content ſhall for ever inſpire. 


XVI. 
Tranquility bleſt will attend 
Each day and each ſeaſon ſo fair, 
Een Winter ſo rude, will befriend, 


And for Lovers a comfort prepare. 
| Retir'd 
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XVII. 
Retir'd in the valley we'll live, 
Nor wiſhing of others the lot; 
Their lives a mix'd happineſs give, 


Such pleaſures we envy them not. 


8. 


| 3 
U HAT is't of late o'errules my mind, 


And makes me thus to grief inclined ? 


Unſocial, careleſs, makes me rove ? 

I know it now, this muſt be Love. 
II. 

A glimpſe of Clora's form ſo fair, 

Gives me delights that boundleſs are ; 

When ſhe is gone, I ſorrows prove 

I know it now, this muſt be Love. 


II. 
Parted from her I penſive ſigh, 


In vain Society I try, 
In vain frequent the lonely grove ; 


1 know it now, this muſt be Love. 
J flutter, 
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IV. 

I flutter, when ſhe ſpeaks ſo ſweet, 

And tremble, if perchance we meet, 

Tho” ſhe is gentle as the Dove ;— 

I know it now, this muſt be Love. 

V. 


On beauty's ſelf I conſtant gaze, 

My Eye from her but ſeldom ſtrays; 
To pleaſe her fault'ring I have ſtrove; 
I know ir now, this muſt be Love. 


 GLADNESS. 


I. 
Comranions, rejoice to my ſtrain ! 
Feſtivity, Gladneſs, abound ! 
My Shepherds and friends of the plain, 


The Nymph has my happineſs crown'd ! 
For late as I ſaw her at Eve, 

O Corydon, kindly ſhe ſaid, 
Thy vows, I would have thee believe, 


Haye won on thy fayourite maid, 
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II. 
She added, (O ſweet was her ſmile! 


How bleft was the ſound of her voice!) 
« Averſe, I ner meant to beguile, 

Now kind, I would have thee rejoice 
« For truly I'm willing to hear 

Thy vows, and the pleaſure is mine, 
„At length I accept thee ſincere, 


« And for ever conſent to be thine.” 


III. 
Now, ſuch is the wiſh of my breaſt, 
To mirth let the vallies awake ! 
Let the plain and the covert be dreſt 
Of Gaiety full to partake ! 
Wing'd Choriſters, fly to my fair! 
New joy by your melody prove ! 
When hither ſhe'd wiſh to repair, 


Attend her with carols of Love ! 
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Ye Swains, ye had pity, 'tis true, 

When Clora conſign'd me to grief ; 
Nor will ye have envy, when due 

To my ſorrows ſhe gives me relief ; 
Prepare the gay dance on the green ! | 

Let the maidens be pair'd with the Swains ! 


Ev'ry innocent frolic be ſeen ! 


Let the Pipe give it's rapider ſtrains ! 
. 
I, 
Turo my heart 5 9585 


Pleaſures ſteal, 
Love, thy gladneſs 
Copious deal. 


II. 
Give me bliſs 
Happieft known, 
With my true-love 


Kinder grown, 


SOLITUDE, 
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SOLITUDE E. 


I. 


Far Phoebus, returning ſo gay, 
Each morning my vale to adorn, 
O hide thy unpromiſing day! 
Nor ſhew me thy ſorrowful morn ! 
Nor thus was thy rifing ere now, 
Or gloomy or ſad to my view, 
But the meadow, the ſhrub, and the bough, 


At thy coming all brighten'd anew. 


II. 

Ye birds, that from every ſpray 

Salute my ſad fteps as I go, 
Begone from my valley away ! 

Your muſic increaſes my woe; 
That brings to my ſorrowful breaſt, 

The joys that ſeem'd never to fail, 
When late with my partner ſo bleſt, 
I firay'd thro' the deep of the vale. 


Now 
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III. 
Now left to dull Solitude, flow, 


And loit'ring in prime of the day, 
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Unlabour'd, but weary I go, 

Regardleſs &en whither I ftray ; 
I wander on meadows ſo green, 

Methought would give joy to the mind, 
But happy tho' once they have been, 

Ah 1 none of thoſe pleaſures I find. 


IV. 


The dew-drops reflecting around 
Bright ſparkle in Phœbus's ray, 
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But to me, while my ſorrows abound, 
Their luſtre is faded away; 


Tho' gayly the murmuring rill 


In the ſhade of the wide ſpreading tree 
Deſcends at the foot of the hill, 


'Tis inyiting no longer to me. 
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v. 


Where then ſhall I paſs the long hour ? 
Shall I hence to the woodland repair ? 
5 Or viſit the ſhrub, and the flow'r, 


That I rear'd with ſuch fondneſs and care? 
, What verdure adorns the green bough ! 
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Mature are the fruits of the year, Z 
; And cluſtering ſwell to the ſight ; 
The bloſſoms of Jaſmine are here, 
| The Sunflower gaudy and bright ; Ny 
Wich colours is varied the ſhade, 
| The Woodbine entwines in a wreath, 
b In Summer's rich veſture array'd 
. How beauteous the Roſes beneath! 
a: * But 
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How fragrant the bloſſoms renew! 
But my fancy is comfortleſs now, 


And mourns at the ſorrowful view. 
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VII. 

Put alas ! what is lovely to me 

As lonely and forrow'd I tray ? 
Can I taſte of the fruit of the tree ? 

Or joy in the ſweets of the way? 
Tho' once ſo attentive I ſtrove 

To adapt the gay roſes that blow, 
And pruned the wild fhrub in the grove, 

Such a taſk would redouble my woe. 


VIII. 


All's dull to my wandering eye, 

The grove and the ſhade of the vale ; 
The proſpect or diſtant, or nigh, 

The hill and the wide ſpreading dale ; 
Nor longer then let me explore, 

The culture of valley or plains ; 
And ſince they but grieve me the more, 


What comfort or refuge remains ? 


Alas ! 
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IX. 
Mas! in relief to my woe, 
| O Sleep, wrap my ſenſes profound ! 
That my ſorrows no longer may know, 
The daily and ſickening round; 
And thus let me paſs the dull morn ! 
For ever, Oblivion, avail ! 
Till joys my new day ſhall adorn, 


When my true-Love returns to the Vale, 
ECLOGU E. 


SYLVIUS and THYRSIS. 
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N By a ſountain's graſſy fide, 

| Whence a ſwiſk and wand'ring tide 

| Flow'd with murmurs down the vale, 
f Softly blew the breezy gale, 

As Sylvius fat, and tuned his lay, Py. | 


f Where oft he paſs'd the Summer's day. 
f 
; | Thyrfis came, and wiſh'd to prove, 
g How ſweet his ſong, how true his love. 


F 2 While 
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While Nature ſeem'd to liſten round, 
Each tried his ſkill in vocal ſound, 
The Shepherds judging of their ſong, 
To whom the laurel ſhould belong. 


Sweet the rocks and grottoes rung, 


And Sylvius firſt harmonious ſung. f | 


SYLVIUS. 


| When once with the beautiful Maid, 
| 1 fat in the ſhade of the Grove, 
| | 'Tho' 1 thought of the Grove and the ſhade, 
| | Could I think to have quitted my Love 
| | "Twas what I could ſcarcely foreſee, 

1 | For Phoebe fo ſweetly would ſmile, 

lf Reflection it could not be free, 

| l When my heart was employ'd in the while, 


Ta vys515, 


15 
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Tu rRS1IS. 


How blooming our thickets in May, 


With Roſes and Violets fair ! 


| When there Phyllis happen'd to ſtray, 


What bloom was with her to compare ? 


g Tho' once I was fond of the Bow'r, 


Where the woodbine entwines in the ſhade, 


| Now with Phyllis I paſs the gay hour, 


By the ftream that refreſhes the glade. 


SyYLVIUS. 


i The Nightingale ſeem'd to outvie 


The notes of the Linnet and Thruſh ; 


| Should Phoebe not chance to be by, 


There is diſcord in every buſh ; 


But when ſhe returns to our vale, 


And makes all the Shepherds rejoice, 


The notes of the Linnet prevail, 


And the Nightingale's muſical voice, 


F 3 Tuvxsis. 
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THYRASIS. 


The Lambs, who their ſhepherd amuſe 
With Muſic ſo artleſs and mild, 
Their ſweetneſs and melody loſe, 
When Phyllis no longer has ſmiled ; 
But ſoon as ſhe walks on the green, 
And her conftancy ſhews with a figh, 


How pleaſing agam is the ſcene ! 


| | How I envy the minutes that fly ! 


4 SYLVIUS. 


1 How checquer'd the hill and the dale, 

| f At the ſide of yon ſheltering wood, 

ſi Where winds by the ſteep of the Vale, 
1 A River's mæandering flood ! 
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But tell me who comes on the plain ? 
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*Tis my Phoebe the day to outſhine ! 
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I now am ſo happy a Swain, 


That the laurel I freely reſign, 
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I. 

Aras ! we have reaſon to mourn, 

For the Shepherds who once were ſo gay, 
Who piped to their flocks in the morn, 

Are gone from the vallies away ! 
When firſt we had Corydon loſt, 

Tho' we griev'd for the Paſtotal ſtrain, 
In Damon we ſurely could boaſt, 


Of as true and as faithful a Swain, 


II. 

How ſweet did their numbers prevail, 

As they pictured the Landſcape around! 
How they named in their beautiful tale 

Each flow'r that enamel'd the ground! 
When of youth they had paſs'd the long day, 

And had echoed the ſighs of their grief, 
Each ſeem'd as unwilling to ſtay, 


Where they had not a hope for relicf. 
Who 
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III. 


Who will now in the verdure of Spring 

The joy of gay Nature unfold ? 
Alas! who of Phyllis will ſing, 

In the meadows that glitter with gold ? 
Not the voice of his Phyllis ſo gay, 

Her Swain were ſhe now to approve, 

Nor Czlia befriending the lay, 

Could waken the Shepherds to love. 


IV. 

The Swain who with melody ſung 

The Northern woodlands among, 
While the hills and the vallies have rung, 

(And he envied not Corydon's ſong) 
Will give his ſad * tribute no more, 

In the meadows no more will appear, 
Nor when Summer her ſweets ſhall reſtore, 


Again will enliven the year. 


All 


* Cunningham's Elegy on £ heoſtone, 
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V. 

All ye, who have liften'd around 

While Corydon told of his love, 
Or ye that our Damon have found, 

A Corydon ſtill in the grove, 
Bewail the ſad loſs of the ſwains, 

And the loſs of our Paſtoral verſe, 
For ne'er will be found on the plains, 

Who their paſſion like them can rehearſe. 


— 


A Gloom the Landſcape now ſurrounds, 


And Fancy wings her airy rounds, 


To rock and mountain far and near, 
O'er wild, and heath, and deſert drear, 
She wanders where no more the eye 
Brings the lengthen'd proſpect nigh, 

Up the heights ſhe loves to climb, 
Where gape the marks of furrow'd time. 
An awful midnight ſilence reigns, 


But where in ſoft and piercing ſtrains 
The 
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The Nightingale with love-lorn ſong 
Echoes wild the woods among. 

Again I hear by yonder Vale 

Along the ſhelt'ring rocks and dale, 
The Owl with mournful ftrains alone, 
Laments in ſolitary moan, 

While bleating loud the flocks are heard, 
Frighten'd at the midnight bird. 

The moon refulgent in the ſky 
Rides with filver beam on high, 

And gives a glimpſe of yonder ſhade, 
By the woodland- thicket made ; 

And where the tops of foreſt trees 
Waving in the gentle breeze, 

Are heard upon the diſtant green, 
And ſtilly greet the ſolemn ſcene. 
With calm repoſe in peaceful breaft 
While the Peaſant takes his reſt, 
„And ev ry Shepherd of the Dale, 
From the paſtures of the Vale 


Who 
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Who drove his flock at ev'ning hour, 
When the darkneſs *gan to lonr, 
And while the Plowman tired with toil, 
Freed from labours of the ſoil, 
Sleeps the filent hours away, 
Prepared to greet the early day, 
How pleaſing now to liſten round! 
To catch the ſoft and lulling ſound, 
That from the village hamlet borne, 
And from the plains awhile forlorn, 
And from the river's diſtant flood, 
Murmurs thro' the ſounding wood. 

O joys of Contemplation, hail ! 
Thy pleaſures ever will prevail, 
To them that rove with breaſt ſerene 


In wond'rous Nature's varied ſcene. 


INQUIRY, 
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INQUIRY. 


I. 


T ASK not my fair to reſolve, 

| The ſucceſs of my paſſion ſincere, 

The requeſt ev'ry hope may diſſolve, 
And thy crueler judgment I fear; 

But ſay, as uneaſy my care 
To thee is devoted and true, 

Does my Nymph a gay happineſs ſhare ? 
Thoſe Vales, are they pleaſing to you ? 


: II. 

Why left you our regions ſo mild ?— 

I have ſuffer'd both ſorrow and pain; 
The Landſcape of bloom is deſpoil'd, 

And the birds have forſaken the plain. 
Perhaps you at diſtance poſſeſs 

Each pleaſure the Summer can ſhew ; 
O were but our Village to bleſs, 

And make thee ſuch pleaſures forego ! 


How 
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III. 


How oft is my charmer induced 


In the meadows, or foreſt to ſtray ? 
Are the groves and the ſhrubberies uſed 
To ſee thee at noon af the day ? 1 
Alas 1 I have griev'd, and [ trace | 1 
| 1 
The walk where thy preſence I've known; 
Then eager I look on the place, 
But the beautiful Image! is gone, 


IV. 

Oh could I but thither repair, 

Where chance thy gay ſelf might appear! 
Could I ſudden thro' regions of air 

Be borne to thoſe valleys ſo dear ! 
Would the ſight of thy Lover ſo true 

Nor offend, nor thy wiſhes diſpleaſe ? 
As in doubt 1 ſhould come to your view, 


How a ſmile would my miſery eaſe! 
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V. 
My fair, the inquiry approve 
That my heart makes in fondneſs to thee ; 
Did the Swains in pretence of their love, 
Make vows ſo prefuming and free ? 
Is e'er a gay Shepherd, poffeſs'd 
Of flocks, and his goats, and his kine, 
Sad fate! with thy hand to be blefs'd, 
Becauſe he is wealthy and fine? 


VI. 

Sure thou art a treaſure in mind, 

How matchleſs thy form to admire ! 
Thy love, and thy graces combined 

A worth above value inſpire ! 
Thy heart's a Gem richer than all ! 

Thy beauty's as pure as the light! 
What Swain is there worthy to call 


His own ſuch a Jewel, —ſo bright! 


Tur 


* 


L 95 J 
( on Rs 1 


To  C LL. Q BRA 


I. 
How many Swains pretend to love, 


And with my fair one to incline ! 
Nor pipe, nor ſong, their vows approve, 


Nor will a Muſe with fraud combine, 


II. 
Believe them not; their heart ne'er glows 
With love, but changes ev'ry hour; 
The breaft, that deep-felt paſſion knows, 
Has many a mournful ſtrain to pour. 


III. 
once in the foreſt a gay Dove, 
Spotleſs, charming, bright to view, 
Had many ſuitors vowing love, 


(The Dove I would compare to you; ) 
They 
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IV. 
They came, and importuned, and ſigh'd, 
But flutt'ring, fickle, falſe and vain ; 
Their conduct ſtill their tongue belied, 
Nor bidden could they pour a ftrain ; 


V. 
One Bird alone at diſtance ſtaid, 
He loved, and ſoft he tuned his lay; 
The groves he oft to echo made 


With vows that murmur'd far away. 


VI. 
The Dove by him was charm'd and ſaid, 
The voice that ſings ſo kind, is true; 
Love's heartfelt Muſic muſt be paid 
Wich paſſion to it's feelings due l. 


She 


l 97 1 
VII. 
she choſe, and bleſs'd the tuneful bird; 
For his ſad plaints were real known z 
His notes or high or low were heard, 
As meaſured wild by Love alone; 


VIII. 
Thus may thy Swain, who ſings retired, 
By paſſion moved, in humble lore, 
By thee be chos'n, at length inſpired 
With Joy, his ſtrains of ſorrow ver. 


RECOLLECTION 


ANXIETY. 


I. 
Wurxx now does my Shepherdeſs ſtray? 
Alas ! you have quitted the Dale, 
That awhile you frequented ſo gay !; 
Oh hither return to our Vale ! 


G My 
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My ſong may recall to thy view, 


In thy preſence how much we enjoy'd ! 
Each day we were happy anew, 


And Feſtivity never was cloy'd. 


III. 

| How bright and adorn'd was the year! 
The May was with gaudineſs crown'd, 

Sweet Chaplets and Garlands were here, 

With roſes and violets bound. 
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IV. 
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The Songſters ſaluted thy way, 


ö For Thou art of Nature the pride ! 


And inviting thee ſtill to delay, 
| The Shepherds with, melody vied. 


| a v. 

| Each pipe thro” the valley was heard ; 

| The woods echoed ſhrill to the ſound ; 
O had but my fair one preferr'd 


The Scenes where our pleaſures abound ! a 
ve 
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VI. — 


RTE II IN men — 
I've heard, and O may it. be true, 

That Corin ſo wealthy, and gay, 
His new Love rejected by you, 8 


In ſorrow departed away; WS «. 4 


VII. 


Ah ! ſurely He ſeels not the pain, 
Nor the woes of a Lover ſincere 3 
He may ſudden pretend to complain, 


But his Eyes cannot flow with a tear. 


VIII. 


It is not for him to explore, 
The Depths of the foreſt, and grie ez 
He never will think of thee more, 


And his Vows they are falſe to believe, 


*, 
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Tur works of rhe ſield 
Once gave me delight, 
The proſpect was gay, 
The meadows were bright ; 
I walk'd in the morn, 
So bleſt on the green, 
Put my Charmer is gone, 
And how dull is the ſcene ! 


So happy each hour ! 

What more had 1 ſought ? 
For bliſs to my heart, 

Each minute had brought ; 
I tended my flocks, 
Who gayer was ſeen ? 


But my Charmer is gone, 
And how dull is the Scene l 
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III. 
In the village ſo nigh 
While my fair one remain'd, 
I have look'd on the place, 
That my Clora contain'd ; 
What charms had the ſpor, 
Where'er ſhe had been; 


But my Charmer is gone 
And how dull is the ſcene ! 


oO wo 


NN 


G. 


I. 


As ſome lone bird the livelong day 
Pours in the ſhade a diſmal lay, 
Weeping his young by Ruſtics ſeiz'd ; 
Struck with unutterable pain 
Ne pauſes ſilent, then again 
His heart's by echoing murmurs eaſed ; 


G 3 Thus, 
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Thus, Clora, weeps a hapleſs Swain, 


Thy heart loſt, by another ta'en, 
Penſive in ſhades alone he ſtays; 


Now faltering, flow, breaks off his muſe, 


Then echoing forth his plaint renews, 


And murmur far his mournful lays. 


THE 
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The VALLEY; 


, SYLVIUS any PASTORA. 


Unoes a hill not ſteep but ftretch'd out wide, 
Whoſe ſimple fields, whoſe green and checquer'd ſide 
Mark out the limits of the neat domain, 

Where peace and roſy health will ever reign, 


A happy manſion ſtands, that lifts it's head 


| $earce from the lowlieſt trees, that round o erſpread 


The tufted ſcene ; thither retired, at reſt 


From buſy cares of Life, and wholly bleſt, 
Sylvius and his Paſtora faithful join'd, 

In whom are Grace and Innocence combined, 
Together bear the weight of worldly hour, 

Crown'd with ſuch joys, as ne'er to wiſh for more. 
Their affluence ſuch, ſo bleſt they've thought their ſtate, 


As not to cauſe a wiſh to court the great. 


2 — 4 . 0 4 
k | 1 wad 
m * Rs | * 4 OY 8 4 — * — 1 * 
His are the feelings, his the virtuous plan, 
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In conſcious character to mark the man, 
His inward boaſting is to feel the art, 
= N 2 Seen "Ts. 7 1 a ot] i] 55 | 
Nor ſwerve from virtue in the ſmalleſt part. 
She to the eye of judgment ſtands admired, 


Her breaſt with ev'ry tend'reſt paſſion fired, 


'The wife, the mother, join'd with ev'ry grace, 
58 IL FUE 56243 A001 | 


And ſweet complacence ſmiling in her face. 


* SY « 


Such are the minds of thoſe, who now are ſeen 


Companions of the bliſsful rural ſcene ; 


1 


Together join'd they winter's hours endure, 


* . 


9 And when the ſeaſons to the fields allure, 
| fl When Winter's ſtormy blaſts no longer chill, 
They hand in hand together climb the hill, 


- 
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Together joys, together grieſs they ſhnarec, 
Tho' little ſubject to the hand of care. 

O happy manſion ! O delightful ſcene ! 
How oft thy bleſt e I've ſeen, 
Plying their buſy care and wholeſome toil, 
Amidſt the fragrance, of thy flow'ry ſoil ! 


There where the garden ſhines in bright array, 


They chearful oft have paſs d the Summer's day. 
And where the hawthorn forms a pleaſing ſhade, 
From Phcebus' ſultry beams a refuge made, | 

F orm'd ſor content, or love, or prattling talk, 
At tl end of yonder gravelly ſhining, walk. 


Permit me there to roam on fancied wing, 


And catch the ſound which murm'ring Zephyrs bring, 


The 


E 10ů J 


The buſy himmings that to ſh' ear prevail 

From hurrying rills that glide along the vale, 
Waſhing with limpid courſe the fragrant ſide 
Of blooming banks that ſhine in flow'ry pride s 


Still let me hear the notes of ſimple ſong 


That thrill melodious from the aery throng, 
The bleatings of the fleecy harmleſs crowd, 
The watchdog of his ſurly ſervice proud, 
The lowings diſtant of the penſive drove, 


The blackbir& whiſtling in th' adjacent grove, 


Theſe are thy nat'ral pleaſures, happieſt ſeat, 
Happy to thoſe whoſe minds are truly great, 
Who learn how to deſpiſe the worldly bent 


of gaining more, which never brings content, 


Where 


[ 109 } 


Where Int'reſt like a powerful Monarch rules, 


Where Av'rice leads the wretched pining fools, 
And like an eddying whirlpoal quite devours, 
What by man's purer Nature ſhould be ours. 


Not fo the wiſhes of the pair that find, 


Tranquillity in ev'ry whiſp'ring wind; 

Form'd for each other, and for ever bleſs'd, 

Partners of joy, or grief, alike confeſs'd, 

There in diſpoſing well their cultur d hill, 

From lab'ring toil they find a pleaſure ſtill, 

They ply the diff ring buſineſs of the day, 

And hours, tho' long, to them ſteal ſwift away. 
Where the turf mov'd by harden'd ploughfhare thro 


h boldly chang'd from greon to duſky hue, 


Where 
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Strait way conducted home by ſhaded light, 
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Where wiſely temper'd for another day, ; 

The fod is ſoftemd moüld' ring into clay, 

His the delight, and bis the office bete 

To mark the ſeaſons of the coming year; 

To court with fertile grain the teeming | ground, 
And ſcatter future plenty all around.” * 

The harrow then it's oak duty pays, 9 

The tempting grain in ſaſer furrow lays. | 

But ſudden *midft th employment” of the field, 
From weftern ſky a ſhady duſk reveal d 


Darkens apace, and marks th' approach of night, 


Safe He returns to where thro' blacken'd meads 


The ſhining light his haſt'ning ſootſteps leads; 


The 
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The houſewife lining anxious to the ſound. 
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Of ſteps loud-treading on the ſilent ground. 1 2 
She for his coming all her art prepares 
And chearful ſmiles to ſooth his wearied care, 


His daily duty done, ſtirs up the heat [1 ID $4 


of warmeſt hearth his wiſh'd return to greet. 


While on the crackling flame the - veſlel ſings 
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Steaming and full, inviting taſte; that brings 


1 
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Comfort and warmth to willing labour done, 
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Labour, to health and rural pleaſure known. 

Sometime at morn, - when far it's widening "ravs 
The early Sun with ruddy face diſplays, | 
lle ak where twining pathway marks the trace 


Of many a ſtep to ſome accuſtom'd place, 


The 
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Along the valley further, where the ſcene 

In narrower compaſs ſhews its brighten'd green; 
Contracted to a ſteeper width the - vale, 

And ſtreams more rapid ruſh along the dale. 
Here at the verge of the romantic glyn, 


Where th' humble tenant peacefully within 


His neat thatch'd cottage dwells, the Lord of th' hill 
Advancing, joy and thankful pleaſure fill 
The minds of all ; the children and the fire 
Greet their loy'd maſter to their ſcanty fire. 
But He full onward led by pleaſure's call, 
Or careful early wiſh to viſit all 

His ſmall dominion, fmiling meadows green, 


With flocks new whitening on the graſſy ſcene, / 


hill 
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As ſilent walking, catches oft the ſound, 

Borne from the ci Landſcape ftretch'd around; 

The lowings of the milky herd that ſeem 

To drown the murmurs of the bubbling fiream, 

While flowly vlodding o'er the meadow'd land 

They 1 the duty of the milkmaid's hand ; 

The buſy prattling in the neighb'ring farm, 

The cackling loud of geeſe, that give th' alarm 

Fearful of man's approach, the whiſtling ſhrill 

Of plowmen toiling on the furrow'd hill, 

Their path renewing oſt from fide 5 ſide, 

Mocking the lengthen'd way in mirthful pride. 
Theſe are the Coumids, that glad the tranquil ſoul, 


Theſe fell diſeaſe's nat'ral pow'r controut ; 
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Whatever pleafures brace the ſlrengthen'd heart, 

The frame eftabliſh'd, ſhares an equal part. 
Not ſuch th' allurement of the city's din, 

Where rolls the ſound of empty joy within, 

Where midnight dancings, wine, and anxious play, 

Uſurp the hours of ſleep, the hours of day; 

Dark, peſtilential, heavy fogs ariſe, 

And change the colour of their native ſkies, 

Around unnumber'd walk a ſickly choir, 

Whoſe nerves unbraced deny their wonted fire ; 

To them unknown the prime of chearful day, 

The dewy fragrance of the early ray, 

They labour, healthful joys to them unknown, 


For riches, felt, not many a day their own. 


Happy 


L 115 J 


Happy 1 turn from theſe, and bend mine eyes 
Once more to rural ſcenes and clearer ſkies, 
To ſmiling vales, chief ſubject of my ſong, 
To which my buſy verſe does ſtill belong, 
Where thro' the branching elms that ſkirt the green 
The new walls whiten in the tufted ſcene, 
And O you watchful genius of the place, 
That dwell, where Nature's deck'd with ſweeteſt grace, 
My voice inſpire to ſing in ſofteſt ſtrain, 
Still to deſcribe the much-lov'd flow'ry plain, 
And tell that ev'ry grace that her? is ſhewn, 
Is ſweeter ſtill, to thi happy dwellers known. 
Side ways along the right, where wildings gro 


In bended hedge, and join the ſtream below, 
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Incloſing graſſy ſpace, the Orchard ſpread 

In fragrant bloſſom rears its blooming head; 
Its entrance thro' the ſimply colour'd gate, 
That knows but neatneſs, not the ſhew of ſtate. 
Here nat'ral gifts of fruitfulneſs abound, 


Here thicken'd cloyer ſwells the moiſten'd ground. 


Which ſoon as ripen'd by the ſeaſon gay, 


And influence mild of Summer's genial ray, 
The Mower onward cuts his creeping paſs, 
And ſweeps his ſcythe acroſs the matted graſs, 
While many a ſerving hand with buſy care, 
Shakes out the blade into the ſcattering air; 
Nor long the ſwarth retains it's native green, 


But yellow changing ſcents the fragrant ſcene. 


Nov 
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Now noon-tide beams a downward heat diſcloſe ; 
And the brown heap is chang'd in duſky rows, 
Lightening apace, when watchful of each hour, 

The ruſtic band the face of heav'n explore. 
There if the cloud flow riſing from the top 


Of weſtern hill, or if the ſudden drop, 


Pour'd from the heated air, ſhould threaten ſoon 
Unwelcome ſhow'r, and change of ſprightly noon, 
With quick diſpatch in riſing heaps they make 
The ruſtling hay, and ply the uſeful rake ; 

How grateful there at ev'ning mild to ftray ; 

Midſt haycocks brown to mark your wand'ring way 


The work ſecure and finiſh'd, till the Sun 


Genial again his circling courſe ſhall run 
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By various change at length being ſaſeſt made, 
Forth from the meadow brought the ruſſet blade, 
Is heap'd in one well trodden fragrant pile, 


Near where the barns in yellow plenty ſmile. 


Within the furze, that length'ning keeps the form 


Of hedge well ſhelter d from the thicken'd ſtorm, 


Tow'rds Summer's cloſing harveſt there I've ſeen, 
N | The corn quick turning from its uſeleſs green ;— 


At ev'ry breeze of the tumultuous wind 


| 
1 Like troubed ſea, wave upon wave behind, 
1 


pl | It rolls with bending pow'r of quicken'd gale, 


Nor can the ear againſt it's rage prevail. 
| Soon as the fieid it's deeper colour ſhews 


And grain, and chaff, now brittle, both diſcloſe 


Thel 
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Their rip'ning full, with bended ſickle cut 

The yellow ſtubble roughens to the foot; 

The plenteous crop in many a ſheaf is bound, 

And heap'd on high above the gliſt'ning ground; 
4 Sealon d awhile to the allotted ſpace 

Borne from the field it takes it's heighten'd place, 

From whence well cured by En air, 

Tis thrown convenient to the thraſher's care, 

To Induſtry theſe nat'ral fruits are giv'n, 
Rewards from high and well diſpoſing heav'n; 
The country fraught with many induſtrious hands, 
Should flouriſh proſp'rous bove all other lands. 
Not this the preſent ſtate of things, but poor 


Live the calm tenants of our humble ſhore “; 


Where 
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Where ſome ſar diſtant maſter's wealth to pay, 
They ſcrape the labours of the toiling day, 
And leave the pining family in want, 

Of ev'ry comſort, ev'ry pittance ſcant. 

If theſe reſources fail, the ſmall remains 

Are raviſh'd, all the hopes of future gains ; 
Unſettled. driven from their quiet home, 


To diſtant realms of war, the wand'rers roam. 


1 There a ſcene opens, ſhudd'ring to their view, 


Remote from ſkies ſerene of ſprightly blue; 


The cannon thund'ring thro' the troubled plain, 


The din of war re-echoing from the main; 
The proud array of battle ſhining far, 


The groans around of many a mortal ſcar. 


Diſmay' 


140 


L 121 J 


Diſmay'd they look behind with wiſhful eye, 
Tow'rds the known land, wrapt up in ſeas and ſky, 
Recall to mind the ſeats from whence they ftray'd 


Victims of war, and bloody conteſt made, 


May thoughts like theſe be baniſh'd from the mind 


May Nations bent on peace their welfare find. 
No more may ſcenes of horrid war prevail, 

Nor e'er be told the Battle's diſmal tale. 

Then ſhall each region far from danger's woes, 
Rich by FERRER a ſmiling 1 diſcloſe ; 

Then Commerce with her ſprightly ſhining fail, 
Shall ſport in ev'ry breeze, in ev'ry gale, 
Recall'd from diftant kingdoms, where they roam, 


The ſocial bands ſhall reach their rural home; 


The 
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The Soldier ſhall become the happy Swain, 


Plying the tillage of the willing plain; 

No more induced by warlike fierce deſire, 

His children gather'd round his humble fire, 
He'll tell of many a deed recounting o'er, 
How oft in battle vent'ring more and more, 
How oft the thought diſturb'd his anxious breaſt, 
Of ne'er returning to his cottage bleſt. 

That thought embitters ev'ry worldly bow 
The bane of bliſs that fate may have in ftore ; 
Forth wand'ring Man, by nature taught, requires 
His grateful home, to crown his laſt deſires, 


Pants for the place, by heay'nly wiſdom taught, 


From whence, by chance, or force he firſt was brought. 


This, 
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This, Goldſmith, was thy wiſh in ſorrowing hour, 
Thy 0 village ſeats again Yr explore, 
You ftill had hopes, your long vexations paſt, 
There - return, and die at home at laſt. 
But fate forbad, and croſs'd thy patient plan, 
Tho' ever good, to be the happy Man; 
Farewell ! tho' endleſs will thy worth ſurvive 
Thy praiſe be known, while Taſte and Nature live. 
I at thy name my lengthen'd verſe withdraw, 
Een from the rural ſpot that bleſs'd I ſaw ; 
From the green vale, that claim'd my warmeſt praiſe, 
Where the mild tenants paſs their bliſsful days ; 
There ev'ry mingling ſound of whiſp'ring wind, 


And village notes, ſhall oft of thee remind ; 
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But to deſcribe a lovely rural plain, 


What ſong ſhall equal thy Poetic ftrain ? 


PROLOGUE 


To aA TRAGEDY PERFORMED IN PRIVATE BY 
LADIES AND GENTLEMEN, 1783, 


Is times not far removed from this dull age, 
Bright was the ſplendour of the Tragic ** 
Actors to judgment, ſenſe, and feelings true, 
Were crown'd with praiſes to their merits due; 
Lo! fix'd attention huſh'd the Audience round, 
When Garrick, Barry, walk'd the Tragic ground ! 
With woes imparted from the feeling heart 

Each pleas'd Spectator ſhared the Actor's part; 


What ſhudd'ring fears attentive each diſcloſed, 


When Garrick's horrors own'd the riſing Ghoſt ! 
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In Barry's deep diſtreſs grief riſing high, 
A flealing tear betray'd each gliſt'ning eye. 


While ſuch theatric glory crown'd the age, 


What infant pow'r could dare to tread the flage ? 
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Youthful ambition check'd in mid career, 


Rival for praiſe ſcarce ventur'd to appear ! 

Her former trophies and her Glory gone, 
The Tragic Muſe now totters on her throne ; 
While few are left her triumphs to maintain, 
She falls inglorious from her pow'rful reign. 
Will none ftep forth ? their efforts bold diſcloſe, 
Tho' feeble, to ſupport her ſinking cauſe ? 


Yes ! there are found, who without hireling pay 


Join in her cauſe, and own her ſoy'reign ſway ! 


5 Their 
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Their troops come forth to eaſe her falling fears, 
And in her cauſe they turn out Volunteers“. 
Tho' newly raiſed their numbers, and but few, 
Vet ſtill they dare to face this grand review; 
Here female hearts big with the mighty cauſe, 
Have join'd the ranks for glory and applauſe. 

To-night a new and raſh attempt is made, 
Each but a novice in the acting trade; 


Like tender birds firſt wing'd we try with fright, 


Far from the neſt to take our doubtful flight. 5 
Warm'd with the ſunſhine of your ſmiles, at length 

Our feeble pow'rs ſhall gain redoubled ſtrength; 

On your applauſe uplifted, ſwift we riſe 


On tow'ring wing ſupported to the ſkies 
While 


* * 


Written at the time the Volunzeers were embodied in Ireland. 
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While thus with arduous toil our way we try, 

Let not your frowns o'erwhelm us from on high; 
One boon we alk to aid our wiſh'd for plan, 

Seck not our great and num'rous faults to ſcan ; 

Where infant merit ſhines, ſound judgment's laws 

Fix'd in your breaſts will give the juſt applauſe. 

— ſee - nod approving, and awhile 

Retire with tidings of your gracious ſmile ; 

While doubtful droop my comrades of the as 


Swift let me fly to calm their anxious fright. 


EPILOGUE 
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EPILOGUE 


To THE SAME PLAY SPOKEN BY A LADY. 


i. 


—— 


Now that all's over, and our ſtory told, 


At length by habit I appear more bold ; 


Such tranquil face, ſuch filence ſtrict you keep, 


1 fear, we've lull'd you to a pleaſant ſleep ; 

Yon Critics male, are not diſpos'd to riot! 

Pm ſure their wives are here, they fit ſo quiet ! 
At firſt we feard our play would ne'er go down, 
Laugh'd at, deſpiſed at ev'ry rout in town ; 

| Grey-pated Ladies with their frowning Lords 
Can ſee no ſport, but what their whiſt affords. 
Their chat begins who ever thought, they ſay, 


* Such filly fools would try to act a play ? 


« Great 
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Great affeation ! ſure they're all a lump ' 

« Of Vanity pray, Madam, what's the trump ? 

The well- fed Alderman, with ſtuccoed wig, 

And ſhining face, with eating ſtuff' d and big, 

Over the bottle ſeated, 3 « J boaſt, 

« hate all plays and acting; give a Toaſt.“ 

The learn'd Phyſician ſays with wiſeſt frown, 

« This play's a Bolus, that will ne'er go down; 

„But ſtill theſe plays are uſeful in their way, 

* Colds are moſt frequent from a crowded play.” 
Complaints, I fear, are made of our weak pow'rs, 

Unable to amuſe for three long hours 

That grave Divine“ tir'd out e'en while we Play, 


Plods out his Sermon for another day ! 
I The 
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The drowſy Politician's face would alter, 
Could we but ſhew the ſiege of Gibraltur“. 

Ye who are learn'd in juſtice and the laws, 
Plead ftrongly, and uphold our finking cauſe ; 
At public Favour's bar, your pleading we 
Requeſt, if &er you'll plead without a fee 3 
Our Character's defamed on ev'ry fide, 

By powder'd gentry in full frizzled pride; 
Of ſenſe ſoon tired, and all their patience o'er, 
They cry © this acting is a monftrous Bore.” 

From all my ſex but bad ſucceſs I ſear, 
For we can furniſh no new novels here ; 

No far-fetch'd tale of lovers, friends, and couſins, 
Where at their miſtreſs feet Squires faint by dozens. 


Sweet 
—  RE_ 


* Written at the time of that ſicge. 
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Sweet entertainment! where without reflraint, 
The reader feels the ſympathetic faint. 

All jokes apart, let no unwiſe expreſſion 
Offend the learned of each grave profeſſion ; 
Our patient audience was dla, kind, 
Our merits ſought, to all our weakneſs blind ; 
Succeſs with praife has crown'd our anxious pains, 


All doubts are flown, when ſuch good-humour reigns. 


I 2 THE 
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The Squires HABITATION. 
A F 


Brrkikxp me, Genius, ſinging Rural Squires, 
With kennell'd parlours, and turf loaded fires, 
Who now the evening doze, o'erwhelm'd with liquor, 
With comrades now roar, ſing, or bawling bicker— 
Such be the thought ; for ſuch let F ancy roam, 
Noiſe ſuch abroad, who make ſuch noiſe at home z 
Let me then tread (in * alone I ween, 

For ſave us, Heav'n, from viſiting the | Scene) 

In Winter's day, or Autumn's ſullen times, 

The long dull Avenue of Elms or Limes j— 
There at the further end, full two miles long, 

I ken the Manſion, ſubject of theSong ;— 


I 3 Bur 
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nut not that Manſion ſolely ſing the verſes, 

For thouſands ſimilar one Song rehearſes. 

Well then—let . haſten— O tis tedious, tiringy 
This reg'lar hedge-row for an hour admiring ! 
Boots, do your office—office foul, tis true ! 

Save me from dirt, my ſtrength ſhall ſtruggle through! 
Here turf, and heapes of leaves, in happy union 
With ſand, and mud, and water, hold communion ; 
O ! that the man who fix'd thefe Crabtrees ſorry, 
Had been as fond of ſpreading forth a quarry ! 
Would but poſſeſſors of ſuch dunghill roads 

Send once a year a ſcore of gravel 1 

Then could we viſir, Country friends befriending, 


Without or ſticks, or ſtilts aſſiſtance lending; 


appy 
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Happy their jollity to ſee, t' admire, 

Not wading, like their ducks, thro' heaps of mire. 
Whiſpers the Muſe, that oft ſhe view'd ſerene 

nd the Country houſe a curious Scene ; 

What ſtately fir-trees ! were they not ſo brown, 

Might claim arboreal Beauty's lofty Crown | 

We'll fortify our ears, thus to oppoſe 

With well-ſtuff 'd auricle theſe cawing Crows; 

Who can endure, tho' fond of pipes and tabors, 

The merry Muſic of theſe piping Neighbours ? 

As undertakers in a crowd at funerals, 

They look Death's harbingers, and meagre tune their calls; 


Deſcriptive Genius o'er the poſtern gate 


That leads to barns and ſtables, hovering fat ; 


Told 
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Told the enquiring Muſe, that ſpy'd enn 

What dirt, and filth, and odours there abound; 
Nay truth muſt tell, that mangy dog and pig 
Under the ſcented dunghill prowling dig, 

While puddled ftreams, denoting victim bled, | 

With redden'd colour flow from hog that's dead. 
How ſwept the ſtones, tho“ black - Manure's not loſt ! 
Should Hodge not gather it, 'tis to his coft ! 

By fear impell'd, or duty elſe exacts it, 

With hand, broom, pike or ſhovel cloſe he packs ic, 

Delightful Penetralia of the Squire, 

Next call attention to his parlour fire 

O Towzer, Sancho, Phyllis, pray be kind ; 


And lay not dirty paws on coat behind ! 
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In Summer hour your tricks my humour pleaſe ; 


For cleanly then you give us nought, but fleas ! 


My ſportive Brutes, another boon I crave, 

At dinner long not for the plate I have; 

Fix not your keeneſt eye at ſuch a bubble, 

With ears upcock'd, as pointing in the ſtubble, 

A trifle my poor dinner ſure would be, 

To twenty ſuch ſtarv'd Cormorants, as ye! 
When once I enter'd a large Country hall, 

Great Seat of Juſtice and of Chriſtening ball, 

Embelliſhments were ſeen in various Ration ; 

And thus admiring Tafte made full notation ; 


But previous here ſhe tells, there were not lamps, 


Rich Chandeliers, nor all that Grandeur ſtamps, 


Ne 
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No needleſs ſtuccoes, ſhapes from cieling falling, 
Nor Sofa's there for liv'ried ſlaves to loll in, 
But long of backs deprived tho' not too crazy, 
Some chairs were ſcatter'd to indulge the lazy; 
Their uſe indeed alas ! to all forbidden, 

With caps, hats, whips and great coats nearly hidden ! 
At far extreme by dirt-beſpatter'd ftairs, 
Extended Antlers the white Mortar bears ; 
Antlers of Elk, for many a Generation 

That bore the cobwebs of a Spider nation ; 

In crannies, corners, lurk the weaving Elves, 
Where duſty ſhot-bags hang on mouldy ſhelves, 
And where around on Pegs old piſtols ruſty, 


With bayonets, powder-horns, and holſters muſty, 


Are 
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Are pendent ſeen, tho' antiquated grown, „ 

Adding theic Ornament to grand Saloon. 
Antiquity, thy Lovers here would find 

Many a precious relic to their mind; 

So pleaſed to know, and this by facts, not words, 

What ſheaths our Fathers wore to ruſty ſwords ;— 

The view to Critics in the painting trade, 

Moſt grateful here and amply would be paid 3 

Erecting glaſs proſpective, there to f. py 

The faded colours on that canvaſs high, 

Daub d many an age ago, ſtretch'd o'er the door, 

Where in his duſt begrimed, of warlike lore, 


A Hero grimly ſtares, in full front big, 


Nearly envelop'd in his ringlet wig ! 


Thus 


[ 140 ] 


Thus might be pleaſed the Connoifſeurs of Art, 
Where the torn Landſcape ſcarcely plays it's part, 
Shewing dim tow'rs, by time or broad-ſword hack'd, 
Black fields and trees with frame and glazing crack'd, 
But, Squire, I will not ridicule thine hall, 
Would | that ſuch flight complaints were all in all! 
Why need I vex my breaſt to ſee thy floor 
All caked with mire and dirt from door to door? 
Ir onght not truly to perplex my brains, 
That windows want their complement of panes ; 
It hurts not ſure my health, nor cauſes fainting, 
That the whole houſe for ages wanted painting; 


That paper's torn, diſhevell'd from the walls, 


| Ia various places droops, or rotten falls; 


Bu 
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But I will own, that when at dinner placed, 
And che good Sirloin has the table graced, 
Chance reconnoit' ring, or with eye aſkance, 
Whene'er along the walls I caſt a glance, 

The ſullied colours mark'd in tawny ſtains, 

As daſhing Beer had flow'd, or deſp'rate rains, 


Tho' Ruſtic appetite ſuch ſeldom ſpurns, 


Offend my ſenſe, and ſtraight my ſtomach turns. 


Oft have I ſeen a homely ſocial crowd, 


(On Chriſtening days tho? ſtately grand, and proud) 


At Eve, the goodly family arrang'd, 
Neither by faſhions nor by ſeaſons chang'd. 


Here children play, and cackle out their fun, 


While great Aunt wonders at the feats they've done, 


Goody 
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Goody rejoices, prattles Couſins ſtoop, 
O'er the Turf Embers in a merry group; 
See lively Youth, in thought and humour quick, 
Takes the old fiddle down, our Coufin Dick ! 
And ever and anon, as harſh he thrums, 
They jump and foot it, loud as twenty drums ;- 
A pair, on noiſy boards of Gammon throwing, 
Thunder, their muſic on our ears beſtowing, 
And eager ſet on the important hit, 
Are little anxious, if your ears are ſplit ; 
For Victory is all, and pleaſure that is, 
Tho' winning oft, or loſing, all is Gratis. 

Be ſerious, Thought !—let Satyr here mark down 


Contemptible, the Gamblers of the town ! 


— 
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They nightly meet to plunder others means, 


While their purſuits of Honour madneſs weens, 


And ſure conducting to th' Abyſs of care, 
Sinks them in av'rice, ſpleen and dark deſpair. 


True innocence, and worth amuſement draws, 


Gaming for nothing at the play of ftraws, 
A Paſtime uſes ſolely for diverſion, 


Aims not at others riches in reverſion ; 


Is pleaſed, elated, fears not trick or flam on 

A Gratis play'r of Cards, Cheſs, or Backgammon. 
Review the bus'neſs of a City rout, 

Where ſpite, and gold, and cards are dealt about; 

Re Where the good Lady of the houſe is pleaſed, 


To fee her Pigeons of their money eaſed ; 
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Tries ev'ry aim, (and let all conſcience ſmother) 
To make her party robbers of each other; 

Lo! a poor victim ſcarcely broke from ſchool 

Is ſeiz d by Dowagers to play the fool; 

Scarce has he trod three paces o'er their boards, 
But old Whiſt gamblers long to ſeize his hoards 
Small hoards indeed—but een ſuch he muſt barter, 
And ſtake the laſt left ſhilling of his quarter. 
Genius of Honour, Honeſty and Truth, 

Review thoſe rooms, inſidious dens of youth! 
Where Miſles ſcarce in teens intent abide, 


Stuck faſt and prim cloſe by the mother's ſide, 


And learn th important game with quick impreſſion, 


Made by their Grannums gamblers by profeſſion 3— 


Genins 
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Genius of honeſty, vouchſafe one view 

Of Card profeſſors, enemies to you 

The happy portrait give, where rang'd along 
From end to end illumin'd tables throng. 
Sweet converſation 1 O ! I mourn thy fall ! 
Thy death is ſeal'd ; contemn'd, deſpis'd by all ! 
Riſe, black Abuſe, from thy unruly bed, 

And ſhake thy malice o'er the Junto's head! 

A goodly Junto ! nobly pair'd and match'd ! 
Where each in ſelf-defence has miſchief hatch'd ; 
One muſt be loſer—Cheating, do thy worſt ! 
Should'ft win, my friend, thou art by Riyals curſt! 
Curft ! not in words ; dor we are all polite, 


And learn to cheat, and ſcold, and think it right; 


' K 


We 


> —_ 


— — — - - 
S . _— — — . 
— ——_—_ — — HIS " , ES. 8 a — 
OI — — — 1 2 5 = N 5 . - 
— — . 
— - — ſer * =) — — — — — 
— — — - —— — * =, uw. -2TtD 
, — — "mn * mans r — * — = — - — 2 
— ——— 2 — 9 — — — — — - 
r x — 2 * — 2 - — — * : 
=_ _ l — - > - -# l 
- 2 8 1 . — — — — 
— * — 5 — * & 
* — * ey \ * 
— S — 2 2 
2 — 


- 


— 


” £ — 
— — 6 4, 


— 2 * 
Mgr —_ — — 
3 — ”— 
T 7 
. - =y 
. 4K — - . = 


— — — — — a 
— _ => 
— A — 
* — 
— . 
- 


— 


123 


— — — 


2 EIDG Ha 
—— 


— — 
— 


— — 
— — 


— w- 


3 
— 


—— 
— ——— — — — 


— 
1 


— 


wum — nous San 
. 
pre SY x ne age 
iS _ l 
—" IC — - 


LID — >> 
. 3 
— — 


= 
— — 


. 
— 


hls apr arte 
- — * — — 
- 22 


— —— — —— — 
* - 
l A — = 
% \ — * * 
— 
> = 


— 


- — — 


28 2 
„ 
— 7 
— ———_— 


LT = 
— \l 


— 
CE: 


— — 
* 


—— 
——ů — 
— _ 


0 
| 
"i 


= 
= 0 — 
8 


— 
— 
RE 


— 4 
+= < iff 


i455 

4 1 
7 

4 1. 


[ 146 } 


We ſcold our partners by ſet phraſes too, 


Hinting the name of blockhead is their due; 
„Dear Ma'am, how could you be ſo thoughtleſs pray, 
« To play that trump 7 you've given the game away 
Then lours the brow 3: the hand ill-humour takes; 
In dudgeon toſſes forth the fought for ſtakes. 
The ſweet amuſement of the frowning Queen. 
Full often ends not ſudden thus, I ween ; 
Indignant partner holds her right to ſcold, 
Pours torrents, fretted by the loſs of Gold ; 
Sweet Epithets, that ſweet amuſements grace, 
Where Ladies nightly bicker face to face. 

But whither ſtray' d the Muſe ? hat long digreſſion 


Sung an unworthy theme, the Whiſk profeſſion. 


Bak 
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Back to the manſions of the Country Squires, 
We trace our Couſins, and their rouſing fires ; 
There ſocial welcome, joy, and truth we find, 
Tho' clam'rous, rough, the fruits of honeſt mind ; 
Amuſements glad and ruſtic grace the ſcene, 
Unmix'd with malice, ay'rice, ſpite, or ſpleen. 

Left we the ſiſters, brothers, hovdens romping, 
Couſins and viſitors, to fiddle jumping ; 
The buxom Miſſes, wildly taught to prance, 
Tear down the middle of a Country dance ; 
Lead outſide thro' the gaping parlour door, 
Or turn, and run, the partner driv'n before; 
Lo ! all the neighbouring Hamlets heard the ſounds, 
And thick with bumkins the great hall abounds. 


K 2 
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One *midft the reſt revered and praiſed for art, 

The bagpipe fills, and plays his drowſy part ; 

Echo the ſhouts of joy ;—dight ſhine the tapers, 

And the ſtrong couples bounce in loſty capers ; 

While the wide-grinning face, that came from plough, 

Sees the fine dance perform'd, and wonders how * 
But O wild Maid, with hair and cap in blowze, 

The eldeft daughter of this honour'd houſe, 

Thy mirth I love, thy joy, good nature too, 

Tho' not fo fober as thy Couſin Prue ! 

Wilt thou admit advice ? 'tis meant thee. kind. 

Altho' I'm not a partner to thy mind; 

For LI ſhould not approve ſuch dragging round, 


Pulling the hair, and lifting off the ground; 


l 


Thy partner half diſmay'd, is watching harm, 

Nor brooks the conteſt of thy luſty arm; 

But to ſuch purpoſe tends not mine advice, 

In great concerns of love I ſhould be nice! 

And chance the courtſhip of that youth you're dragging, 
I; thus well-pleas'd, and fondneſs kept from flagging ; 
Such be the caſe! for 'tis not mine t' inquire, 

If blows or gentleneſs fan Cupid's fire ;— 


Oft have I ſeen, where real Lovers, ſnapping 


And croſſiy try to catch good humour napping ; 
Scold, fret, abuſe the other, tempers prove 

If ſweet or peeviſh; why ? becauſe they love! 
But yet obſerve, as in the Muſic firings, 


A Harmony at laſt the Diſcord brings ; 
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When tied the Knot, tis o'er ; they're tired of ſtriſe, 
And jog, and tug along in wedded liſe. 
This way the words I offer to my fair 

Shall tend not! Love's the Lover's proper care ! 
But one juſt wiſh indulge !—I aſk one boon ! 
While the Dance frolics in a merry tune, 

As thou art gazed at by admiring throng, 
Your beauty prais'd, where'er you bounce along, 
Intent to deck thoſe rudy painted arms, 

That ſeen deſtruction bear to Love's alarms, 

O hide the ſight, _ this your wiſdom proves ! 
Shew not red Elbows, but exhibit Gloves ! 


Meantime the Squire, in room that ſcents of wine, 


Where the full Party meet and daily dine, 


a1: 1 
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Midſt odours that in fragrant ſteams aſcend 


From the full bowl, perfuming ev'ry friend, 
Holds dire authority, in Elbow Chair, 
Commanding, 8 ev'ry drunkard there 
High Oſſice, Noble, Antient mighty Hoſt 

Ever carouzed with Gueſt, and ruled the roaſt 
But lo! the moderns to improvement tend, 
Fighting, or kindly forcing bumper'd friend! 

The Squire's impartial, for not one's excuſed ; 
If ER kindneſs, each man's nobly uſed ! 
Think not whoe'er you are, that chanc'd to firay 
Where ſuch rude dinners faften'd you to Ray, 
Tho” drench'd a gallon, lick in head and heart, 


Expect not thus permiſſion to depart 


No 
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No ! the ſcene's juſt commenc'd; the Night is long ; 


Hence many an hour ſhall bawl the jovial ſong ; 
And ſome ſhall ſprawl, ſhall ſleep, ſhall ſenſe regain, 
And then betake themſelves to drink again; 
Behold that filent deepen'd fellow yonder ! 

Five quarts at leaſt his expectations ponder ; 
He waſtes . words, or breath, but ſaves them all, 
To fierce attack at Bonum Magnum's call; 
Hark the loud chorus burſts ! now pond'rous ſtrokes: 
Cf fiſt on table tell the feſtive jokes ; 
—Strong Oaken-leaf, hold faſt ! ſupport the blows 
That each fox-hunting Sot on thee beſtows : 


Before our predeceſſors life were quitting, 


Oft haſt thou feen a long and drunken ſitting 3 


Stout 
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Stout Table ! various mark'd with many a flain ! 


232 


What wine and punch are ſtamp'd within thy grain! 
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Now rhany an hour vociferation reigns, 
Till Drink and Chorus addles each man's brains; 
Hiſt A one tongue is heard ! lets liften then ! 
What words engage theſe jolly, leaks men ? 
Exploits of hounds are now by telling glorious ; 


How the bay gelding clear'd his leap victorious ; ö 1 
Mi 


* In at the death—no, I was there e're you! 1 
| | 


** Tis falſe—Jack knows the fiory is not true!“ 4 #8 


Then high diſputes ariſe,—a quarrel's bred ; 


Bottles and glaſs fly at each others head ;— 


—Tis reconciled—again they all fit down, 
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Thus is the Night half ſpent—as Clock ſtrikes four, 


Preſident drops his head, and *gins to ſnore ; 


Down tottering falls a Comrade —ſleeps the Man, 
Who e'erewhile loudeſt brawl'd, and drank his can; 


A few with nodding eye half ſhut and rolling, 


_ . — 


With kead awhile caught up, but oft'ner falling, 
Thick liſp the language, mutt'ring to each other, 
While neither knows the meanings of another ; 
At laſt of ſicken'd Sots the table's clear; 

| Stretched on the floor they ſudden diſappear 
Cloſed be the pleaſant ſcene—without a call 
Domeſtics tend the Exit of them all; 

Waiting accuſtom'd hour, *till each is dead, 


They bear the ſenſeleſs, grumbling beaſts to bed. 
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Great Squire, how pleaſant with thee to carouze 
Jovial to paſs a winter at thine hauſe ! 
Whene'er my ſtomach indiſpos'd be grown, 
And aſks Emetics to replace it's tone, 
When nerves want rouſing, not their prudent joys a 
But Novelty, ſtrange Life, and wond'rous Noiſe, 
To thee I'll have reſort, and ſeek the ſounds 


Of jovial table, and thy roaring hounds; 


A NIGHTLY 


i 
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A NIGHTLY RAM BLE; 


A PEEP INTO A CITY. 
A SA T--Y- IL 


Han, Curioſity! thy buſy Tale 

Noxious withal at times may now prevail ; 

To thee let Poetry acknowledge dye 

The praiſe of Knowledge which belongs to you ; 
Poets on thee ſhould call, and firſt to chuſe 
Their Patron thee, ſtead of a ſenſeleſs Muſe ; 
Thy prying Eye diſcovers facts moſt clear, 

Thy Judgement whiſpers them to Poet's Ear ; 
With me-to manſions of Mankind repair, 


Collected thick, and call'd a City fair ; 


Ramble where moſt you're wanted ; movements tell 


Actions and modes of them that bear the belle ; 5 
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Let ſketches of frequented ſcenes appear, 
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If Satyr is, is gen'ral Satyr's here. 
To public ſhews we tend, not out of ſtriſe, 
Domeſtic Tales we tell, to mend Domeſtic Liſe. 


Mount we together then, and fly on wing 


That like the Pidgeon {ſwift ſhall dings bring Joo 

Soon as the ſhades of Night are e down, 

And Lamplighters run poſt o'er all the town, 

The ardour of Obſervers onward ſallies 

Thro' miry ſtreets and lanes and gutter'd allies, 

Where knee-deep mud, and dire defiles appear, 

By City Scavengers clean'd once a year. 
Now that the covering ſhade has wrapt all round, 


Wond'rous and new ſhall City ſcenes abound ; 


Thouſands 
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Thouſands come forth oſtenſible at night, 
Whoſe viſages are ſcared by midday light; 
Some whoſe attire diſguſts a prying eye, 
Steal out conceal'd by nightſhade of the ſky. 
Many the troops of Milliners that ſhine 
Thro' duſky light in Covies ſpruce and fine ! 
Others, your beauties of the trading ſtamp, 


Shew forth their painted cheeks by light of lamp; 


But O ye Virgins frail! ye wives that ftray 


To meet your lovers after cloſe of day, T: 
Your ſecrets left obſervers chance to know, No 
Avoid the lamp, or flambeau as you go! A 


Ofc have I ſeen continued blaze of light 


From ſhop to. ſhop illuminate the night ; Tun 
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Lo! what a wond'rous waſte of Tapers made! 
The coſt is equal to the yearly. trade; 

But all muſt vie; if neighbour two can handle, 
Why ſhould you only light one farthing candle ? 


There drowſy Shop-boy on the Counter ſnores, 


And dreams of Cuſtomers with open doors; . 


In empty warehouſe workman ſeems at work, 
For ſhop-dame's ſupper carving flice of pork ; 
With cap bedizen'd ſmart as any Virgin, 
The Mantua-'prentice is her needle urging, 
Not ſeldom fancying, as the people paſs, : 
A dying Sweetheart peeping thro' the glaſs. 
But, Genius, mark the cauſe, why from their ſtands 


Tumultuous ſtray this concourſe of ſedans ; 
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Here opes a paſſag2—crowded are the Porches 
Where |liv'ried fops prepare their roſin d 'Torches 
See, Where the tallow'd ſocket nail'd withia 
Gives burniſh'd blaze reflected from its tin, 
Where lighted ſtairs not of the cleaneſt hue, 

By gazing folk Plebcian lined we view, | 


Full dreſ3'd and powder'd enters many a Beau, 


And Belles, adjuſting flounces as they go z 

Ye Beau's, I greet you! curiouſly array'd, 
Forgive me, that your .figure's here pourtray'd ; 
Comes forth the Youth with legs as trapſtic lank, 
Contrived to ſhew a wond'rous length of ſhank ; 
Buckles are ſeen that would a Giant ſuit; 


Square, circle, rhombus, ſprawl'd upon the foot ; 


Who 
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Who can forget the tumid Frill that furls 
Beneath the chin, or thoſe moſt pond'rous curls ? 
Locks, that immenſe adorn'd bear down the holder, 


And give their powder to diſcolourd ſhoulder ; 


From well-buſh'd hair peeps the ſad viſage, flat, 


As ſquints from ſweeping-bruſh a hidden rat ; 


Alas! that e'er the human face divine 


- 


Should ſeem deform'd; from lab'ring to be fine l 


Why ſhould I tell of waiſtcoat curtail'd in, 


And ſmall-cloaths lifted to th' aſtoniſh'd chin 
With laughter or diſguſt all mark the bearers, 
And ſet down Apes and Monkeys as the wearers, 


Return we, ſays the Muſe, to yonder place, 


Where many a dancer ſhews a lively face ; 
Wh 
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'Tis there, my friends, I mean, where beauties bloom 
Of Belles, and Flirts, yclep'd Aſſembly room. 
Sweet Place of gaiety ! ſince all appear 

So ſprucely dreſs'd, Politeneſs muſt be here; 

But ſad miſtake ſome find it to their coſt !' 

With ſnubs, or kicks, abuſe, or places loſt ;; 

But firſt we ſay, that when ſonorous bell 

Has rous'd the jigging Lions with it's kne!l, 
(Bears I ſhould rather call the men of dance, 
Who ſcold, inſult and threaten while they prance) 
The ſignal's given for naiſe; upſtarts a crowd, 
For places ſcrambling, joſtling, ſwearing loud; 

Ye Execrations dire ! ye Dammees cleyer 


By Heroes thunder'd, O let's hear thee never! 


Nee 
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Ne'er enter rooms polite, but let thy ſway die, 

Nor reach the tender ears of pretty Lady. 
Let me adviſe thee, whoſoe'er thou art, 

That thro' twice twenty couple play'ſt thy part, 

Albeit to peace and mildneſs well inclined, 

Yet ſtill conſult defence, and ſafety mind; 

Thou know'ſt not what fierce ruſſian, frowning grim, 

Tho' in a dreſs genteel, and ſmart and trim, 

Should he not like thy face, thy manner too 

Of Capering high, ſhall rake thee by the queu ! 

Many a tall, lank bully of the town 

Aims at thy place, and tries to ſhove thee down; 

Then cloſely edge above, nor let a Cranny 


Above thee gipe ſufficient room for any! 
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Look fern, on tiptoe fix'd ; erect, and big 

Take credit mongſt the heroes of the jig ; 
Advance a frown upon thy peaceful brow, 

As much as ſay, I'll meet thee when and how; 
If &er a blade to bully thee begins, 

As not TENT Oo ſideways kick his ſhins 

Ten thouſand pardons crayve—while bucks abound, 
And drag and drive, kick all about thee round ; 
This truly will be caufe of ſaving bone, 

For ſoon they'll learn to let thy might alone. 
"Tis ſaid, a peaceſul man that lov'd a dance, 
Affronted round, whens'er he look'd aſkance, 
Rather than quit the f2ene, of Capering baulk'd, 


Footed it down the midſt with piſtol cock'd— 
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Liſt to the clacking of that gaudy row, 


Where red-coar Men, and ribbon'd Mifles go; 
See what a beauteovs ſace and figure's there! 


Celeſtial was that form you'd almoſt ſwear! 


Complexion foild by many a ſick brunette! 
O that it did not grace a mere Coquette ! 

She ogles all men, cunningly to prove, 

Fach is the man, that fix'd her heart to love 
Her nets are ſpread for all, if one is caught, 
She tells her conſcience, tis the poor Man's fault ; 1 


He ſpeaks his flame—diſcarded !—ail is o'er ! 
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She turns to ogle half a hundred more 


Rather than ſuch give me your pretty Dabs, 
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Whoſe tongue not meaning harm, but reſtleſs blabs \'ﬆM 
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From circle round with nonſenſe equal flored, 

Reciprocal the giggling torrent's pour'd ; 

Oft amidſt theſe a Son of Mars is found, 

Who like a Comet throws his flames around ; - 

The Havock's done—a Miſſes heart's on fire! 

See the fond couple to yon ſeat retire! 

But O ye ſecret Cupids, that preſide 

Where ſilly Tales are told, and truth's belied, 

Reveal not loveſick talk, e'en if you can; 

Hide the Nymph's am'rous bluth=behind her fan, 
Behold, the Dance is o'er ; and to and ſro 

Varied as Tulips the gay parties go ; 

How tall that Nymph, who admiration drew! 


Stalking upright, ſhe meaſures ſix ſeet two! 


It 
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* waxes warm! the Ventilators play 


From num'rous fans, and chaſe the heat away z 
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Fans, that at play aſſembly roam, or church, 
Ne'er leave the wearer's fancy in the lurch, 


But bright depicted, ſhew the wiſli d- lor treat 


Of Lovers fainting at their Miſtreſs feet. 


Be not ſo cruel, Matronizing Dames, 


To watch your charges playing amidſt flames! 
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"Tis true that Cupid reigns triumphant here, 
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Foſter d by him may Hymen too appear! 


— 


3 — — 
EE 


- _— 


Scare not your Doves with frowns—be not ſo rigid! 


— 
* 


= = 
— 


Our girls muſt flirt, or ſtupid ſeem and frigid; 


Preſs not ſo oon your Virgins to be gone! 
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So ſhort a pleaſure! better taſte of none ! 
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Fear not that one Man whiſpers, t'other ogles, 
One ſilly fellow laughs, another goggles, 
For half hour more the eager Set are higling ! 
What harm? *tis all mere flirting, dancing, giggling— 
Muſes, to you I ſudden have recourſe, 
Bear me ſafe onward on Pegaſian horſe ; 
Pity a jaded friend, and grant me firſt ye 
A draught from Helicon, for I am thirſty ; 
And FR ſpread ſorth a wing z or from the loom 
Lend me a clue from ball and dancing room ; 
— Tis done—and by Parnaſſian tempeſts blown, 
Again the Genius roves around the town. 
Full many a place there is, where Satyr's ſong 


Would touch the Elves that to it's theme belong; 


Where 
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Where ſhutters cloſe, and into parlour lacks 

A fuller proſpect, than is ſeen thro' cracks, 

Advance thine eye, and into Council deep 

Where voices murmur, take one friendly peep! 

There the true 8 ſmack their lips, 

And with four bottles pleaſe their nightly ſips; 

There many an hour they ſit, nor dream of bed, 
Tho ſenſe is drunk, and crampt up legs are dead; 
Have you not often ſeen a worn out beau, 

Deſp'rate, determin'd drmker, hobbling go? 

He groans diſeaſe, the world apparent quitting, 

Albeit unfit to ſtand, Arinks nightly—ſitting ! 

D»y'R drunkard, think, Man's legs were given him fair, 


To keep them ten hours faſten'd under chair ? 


No! 
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No if you revel muſt, as wiſe man knows, 


Juſtly enſues Diſeaſe and purple Noſe ! 
Therefore beware; abſtain and make thee freth ; 
Thus to thy calfleſs legs thou'lt gather fleſh. 
And hark I the pop of cork aſſails mine ear, 
The twenty-fifth good quact decanted here; 


Rather too much, my Guzzlers, for your numbers; 


With ſpeed perform'd—mayhap you drank in tumblers ; 


Six of you thus determin'd, as I fear, 
Will drain great Bourdeaux vintage in a year !— 
Behold to neareft friend who looks ſo plodding, 


Tom Toaſter tells his ftories, blundring, nodding ! 


The tales are long—about ** new wine and flaſk, 


„ And how the noble ftuff was ſpoibd in Caſk ! 
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« Of Coopers vile, deceitful; - wretched knaves, 
« To give to precious liquor rotten ſtaves !“ 
Such is the ſtory, and the tongue is mumbling, 
As if the Speaker's frame was nearly tumbling— 
—Now give the Dev'l his due=theſe human Barrels, 
Whom we addreſs, are not much giv'n to quarrels ; 
Theſe are not ſwearing Bucks that wander, revel, 
Then drink, and fight, and quarrel like the Devil, 
(Your real Bloods, that riot, fight at bad-houſe, 
Are only fit for dungeon, or a mad-houſe) 
But theſe are vet'ran Brothers of the Bottle, 
That quiet, ſnug, and peaceful wet their throttle; 
Are harmleſs, fix'd for ever upon chair, 


Unmoved, as in their Cellars hogſheads are 
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No one is told of cheir performance deep, 


Save, thro' the keyhole thoſe that take a peep ;— 


Who can diſcern ſuch as a Gallon fip, 

But by the ferret eye, and 1 Tip ? 

O wiſe decree of Nature ! that we view 

The vice in burſting face of crimſon hue! 

But let us here except, (line, ſpeak the truth) 

Faces with ſcurvy painted from their youth— 
For ſhort domeſtic ſketches here a place is, 

Colour'd not quite ſo deep, as Drinker's faces; 

Some of our ſet unmarried ! ſome have wives ! 

All Batchelors, I fear, lead fuddled lives ; 

But lo! they have no partners of their bed, 


T' annoy with precious fumes of drunken head 


, 
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Tipſy they ſtagger home, ſcarce mount the ſtairs |! 
But whether drunk or ſober no one cares ; 

Ah! worſe to tell, and we muſt fain diſcover, 
Of Huſbands nightly loaded half-feas over, 


Reeling inſenſible, or uſher'd home, 5 


A decent Ornament of Lady's room. 
Now many a houſe of Coffee has its flocks 
Of Loungers dull, that occupy eack box ; 


Jack Lazy's there, who has nor thought nor word z 


His paſtime counts the nails in ev'ry board ; 

Or chance a Chronicle three hours amuſing, 
While ever and anon his ſenſes loſing, 

lle ſpells, and dozes, ftarts, and ſhakes his brain, 


Reads an advertiſement, and ſleeps again. 


iply 
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O that ſome chaſtiſement were giv'a to ſuch, 
Who without one idea pore ſo much; 

His dinner oft Jack Law has forgotten, 
Where roaſt meat was kept back, and mutton rotten ; 
Thoughtleſs alike (indiff'rence Loungers boaſt !) 
Swallows his Coffee, with a ſlice of toaſt. 
Here half-pay Officer from purſe near empty, 
Expends a Teſter, and has news in plenty ; 
* that with puff of affluence here reſort, 
Demand extravagant ! a piat of Port; 

Lo! converſation flies the ſulky ſcene ! 

And each man looks aſlant, devour'd with ſpleen ; 


Holds tongue and ſentiment, as if to lock it 


From neighbour, who he's ſure would pick his pocket ; 


A Saun 
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A Saunterer's here, whom pamphlet dry allures, 
Blinking at Magazines, or new Reviewers, 

Till with inſtruction tired and flowing o'er, 
He riſes, gapes, and ſtrides acroſs the floor; 
The time is tedious ; dangling from its chain, 


The watch is look'd at o'er and o'er again 


At China-loaded bar, where Hoſteſs daughter 
Adapts the tea to ſugar, milk and water, 

The Beaus aſſemble ; joking all are at her, 
While the pert Minx enlivens them with chatter z 
They praiſe around by turns her various charms, 


Her cap, her hair, and ruddy mantling arms ; 
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Till puff d with vanity at all ſhe hears 
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She biidles, dimples, ſmiles, and ſmirks, and leers. 
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In yonder ſtreet behold a Chariot train 
Rattle 'along with lights, and foormen babe ; 
A Lady fair we view by blaze of flame ; 

Who is't ?—2 full dreſs'd, faſhionable Dame ; 

Deareſt of Spouſes !—Huſband beſt of men 

Domeftic ſettled in his bed by ten, 

She all the night has gadded it about, N 

From Playhouſe to the Ball, and thence to rout; 

How much in gaming ſhe has thrown away, 
« 

Bluſhes the ſober Muſe aſham'd to fay ; 

Sweet Lanſquinette's her joy, Vantune, and Loo, 

If bets "a high, cold Guinea Whiſt will do : 

For theſe ſhe lives unknowing to diſcern 


The bliſs of home, domeſtic wiſe concern ; 
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She owes two hundred ;——what then's to be done? 


How to retrieve, when ev'ry Shilling's gone ? 


Spouſe ſhall not facts be told ; for he was drain'd 


Ten times before, and ev'ry nerve was ftrain'd 


Beſides, he'll doubtleſs lecture, rant and rave, 


And chance diſmiſs her, tho' the pardon crave ; 
Of loſs and debts he ſhall not know the leaſt, 
Leſt the new quarrel prove beyond a jeſt ;— 
—Thus in perplexities for ſquander'd pelf, 
The gambling female counſels to herſelf ; 
As gaming debts, tis ſaid are debts of honour, 
The Creditor no doubt will draw upon her; 
Muſe, break thee off—let one remark poavail, 


Tiis well, if female beauty is not frail. 
AI 
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Early at Exe, where rambling eye has been, 
It ſpy'd, to this a well-contraſted ſcene ; 
Glad Hymen, come ! I call thine honour'd name! 
Forth to the world thy triumphs full proclaim ? 
And thou, Felicity, moſt tranquil Maid, 
In pureſt robe of innocence array'd, 
To them that darch thee out, unſold and tell, 
Where Thou uninterrupted lovſRt to divell ; 
The Genius found thee, where wirh Love, with peace, 
The wedded Pair enjoy'd the REN of eaſe; 
The chearful blaze in ruddy hearth uproſe, 
Bright'ning the faces, where good humour glows g 
Grateful the ſcene ! where free with parents dear, 


The children prattled nonſenſe 'in their ear, 
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Or clirubd che Father's arms, or fat around, 
While Lectures, Jokes, or ſtories full abound; 
We ſaw the faitkful couple caſt aſkance 

Of Love and Bliſs congrarutating glance; 
One youngſter. rides his hobby—Lo! all fix 
Their riding ſeat, and canter upon flicks ; 
And with them N too was ſeen to fool 
An hour or more, tranſgreſſing rigid rule 1 
Till huſh'd at length the tumult, pleaſures ſage 
Succeeded, gather'd from inſtructive page; 

Or Proſe or Verſe amuſed, while tranquil mind 
Of Partner, ſwift imbibed the comment kind. 
And there too Muſic, ſweereſt Goddeſs (found 
To fit the ſoul to joys, with rapture crown'd) 
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Added her pleaſures, ſometime known to reign, 

And vary ſweet one hour with tunefnl ſtrain. 
The blifsful ſcene beheld, revering lays 

Of ev'ry Muſe were ſurnmon'd to it's praiſe z 

Incredulous the Genius look'd again ;— 


—— His Satyr * his galling Pen. 
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EPIST L E S 


Fo SWaDpDLIN BAR A DDRERSSDU TO RICHARD 
— — — Eſq. 
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Dax Richard, I find it a very hard matter, 


To write in the midſt of a buftle and clatter ; 
Such walking and riding ; ſuch coaching and jaunting, 
Such galloping Miſſes, loud giggling and flaunting ! 
But ſoon I fſhall+ give a deſcription of theſe ; 


Let me ſpeak of our travels at firſt if you pleaſe. 


From 


we ſet off on a proſperous day, 

For a brightening ſky led us forth on our way ; 

Werummagedand ſqueezed, and at length we were ſtow'd 

For a journey — tho' ignorant quite out of the road. 
M 3 Our 


* Swadlinbar is a Watering place in the North-Wei of Iiclands 
reſorted to by much empany, 
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Our train was a grand one; a Coach led the way, 


Then a carriage with maids, and an empty poſtchay.+ 
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f Such bandboxes, trunks, and portmanteau's were flow'd, 


That the poor wretched horſes groan'd under the load; 
| Methought we reſembled to all who had met us, 

A party of ſtrollers, but that did'nt fret us ; 

Or Fidlers, who quitting the town have their baſes 

All cramm'd on the carriage, with fiddles and caſes ; 
But not to detain you by too lang a ſtory 


Of all that befell us, I'll juſt lay befove ye 


A trifling misfortune or two that occurr'd 

| | 

On the road, which perhaps you may never have heard- 
At a town they call —— at the duſk of the night, 


Unexpected we met wirh a terrible fright ; 


Ou 
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+ No apology nced be made for wutilating the werd * poſtchaic— 
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Qur coaches drove up, at an Inn we alighted , 
We enter in ſpirits, and highly delighted; 
Tho lately ſo pack'd, now had freedom for acticn ; 
And the thoughts of a ſupper gave great ſatisfaction, 
But alas ! diſappointmcnt attends a in life, 

For here we met nothing but buſtle and ftrife ; 
A Landlord as drunk as a bw a as rough, 
With his wig of one fide, and his countenance bluff, 
Attack d us, as up we aſcended by pairs, 

And firſt having kick'd the poor waiter down ſtairs, 
With language abuſive, and malice and ſpire, 
Swore none of us there ſhould have beds for the night. 


With the Coachman he'd quarrel'd, & while he was able, 


None ſhould ever affront either him or his ſtable. 


Thus 
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Thus ſaid, in an attitude ſtrutting around, 

He fumed and he fretted, and ſtamp'd on the ground, 
Amazed the good Company firft ſtood aghaſt ; 
Then ſtruck with a Panic retreated in haſte ; 
The Ladies flew forth in this terrible caſe 

To the coach, as they thought it t he propereſt place; 
Loud ſcre&ching and ſqualling fat quaking within, 
And fancied the Devil himſelf in the Inn ; 
While the Captain advancing the Drunkard to meet, 
Defended us ſaſely and cloſed the retreat ;— 
The Horſes put to, in the night we were jumbled, 
And many a mile we were jolted and tumbled; 
All hungry and weary and fretted within, 


Till without a diſaſter we reach'd a good Inn, 


Our 
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Our Journey continued for ſeveral days, 


And I ſhall not inform you of trifling delays ; 


Of little vexations and frights of the women, 


That hills were too ſteep, and that robbers were coming; 


One ſick, and one puling, for all our good care, 


And another that held out her head for the air. 


An inſide Companion, a dog, you muſt learn, 
Gave one of the Ladies a deal of concern ; 

The brute had a hurt in his leg without joke, 
But ſhe cried and lamented for fear it was broke. 
His howl, with his miſtreſſes ſcreeching abſurd, 
Was muſic, that never till then I had heard. 
Her cares they were many,—ſhe often look'd out, 


To ſee if her horſes and ſeryants were ſtout ; 
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At the turn of the roads, with anxiety great, 
To know if the Retinue travell'd in State; 

Such plenty of cakes ! for r efreſhing who'd ſtop ? 
We had ev'ry proviſion of paſtrycook's ſhop. 
Our drivers behaved with the utmoſt decorum, 
And ſtopt only once in a mile for a jorum. 

To a certain good Inn on the Jonny the train went, 
And hoped at a breakfaſt for nice entertainment ; 
The chamber we enter'd, tho' not very clean, 

We did not regard, as our ſtomachs were keen; 
The bread and the butter were good to appearance, 
And we thought to have eaten with great perſeverance. 
The tea and the toaſt were both hot and inviting, 


And all promiſed better than at our alightiog ; 


Derouring 
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Devouring and ftarv'd we fell to at the table, 


And hurtied with all the good ſpeed we were able. 


When ſudden, a ſcourge to aur appetites wicked, 


Sous fell in the middle a torrent of liquid ; 


Broke forth from the cieling the envious Foe, 
And Harpylike ſpoil'd all eur victuals below. 

d Not fiream of the river or fountain, I fear, 

But yellow, reſembling the colour of beer; 

We ſtarted aſide, and in very fad mood, 

Sought cager to find out the cauſe of the flood. 
Thus oft in a city the neighbours are ſeen 

To run to and fro, and the ſeryants convene, 


Alarm'd when an aqueduct burſts under ground, 


And ſluiced with a torrent the kitchen is drown'd. 
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Our Lawyer had greater diſaſter than we, 
For his coat was all ſpoil'd, beſide loſing his tea. 


His hair was unluckily under the tide, 


And ſoon of a yellower colour was dyed ; 
Calamity never approaches alone, 
For ſoon as the teazing misfortune was known, 
The Barriſter chanced to be looking up high, 
And received all the liquor full into his eye. 
And as he was careleſily picking his tooth, 
A plentiful ftream tumbled into his mouth. 

My ftomach uneaſy from all theſe affairs, 
1 left the wet party, and hurried down ſtairs; 


Above, our Companion, was till in a float, 


But the Ladies aſſiſted in wiping his coat. 


There 
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There he ſat in his chair in moſt pitiful caſe, 
With many diftcrtions of figure and face, 
Diftreſs'd like a Lunatic. who to be cured, 
Has pails of cold Element oyer him pour'd. 

With Air and Perfumes now a Quarantine made, 
A decent and AT breakfaſt was laid ; 
But Tuch was our fare, and ſo dainty before, 
That none of the company choſe any more. 

Thus, Richard, I've taken up much of your time, 
Wick true-flated fads, but noaſenfical rhyme ; 
Prepare to hear from me again at my leiſure, 


A you wiſh me to write, I ſhall do it with pleaſure. 
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Fou Sabina ro RICHARD — Eſq, 


Ar length I have borrow'd a moment of time, 
From parties of 1 to ſend you a rhyme; 
There's nobody here that imagines they need 

Be ſo dull, as to ſtudy, or ſcribble, or read; 
But leſt my ſobriety come to an end, 

Tu try to be ſerious, and write to my friend. 


Perhaps it may pleaſe you to hear our employments, 


Our breakfaſting, dancing, and other enjoyments ; 


New characters alſo may pleafure afford, 


From ghe Citizen dapper to powder'd my Lord ; 


The Miſſes. afford a moſt wonderful ſcope 


To my pen, no offence to the Ladies, I hope. 


Vi! 


L 191 7 


Tu begin with accounts of a long Summer's day, 
And tell you how merry we paſs it away; 

In the morning as early as poſlible, all 

The Company riſe, except after a ball; 

From the doors and the windows they pop their heads out, 
Like rabbits from boroughs, all peeping about ; 
A riding they go, for the only reſource 

Of an Idler's to mount on the back of his horſe, 
The Cavalry's ſeen on the roads in a troop, 

Or ſmall private parties, a ſoberer group 

With theſe as the faſhion is catching you know, 
1 join in the party, and galloping go; 

From thence to the fountain, a wild pretty ſpor, 


Whoſe beauties by me can be never forgot, 


mg 1 


But to give a romantic deſcription by letter, 

I think 1 can otherwiſe pleaſe you much better, 
Within a ſinall well a clear water they draw, 
That Phyſicians have praiſed as a very fine Spaiy, 
A crowd of fine Ladies and Gentlemen there, 
Drink deep of the water, and ſnuff the foul air ; 
For this wonderful Spaw has a FOR ſo ſtrong, 
You may noſe it a ſpace of twice fifty yards long. 
There gouty old fellows around take their places, 
And drunkards, and ſots, with their carbuncled faces; 
In hopes by their drinking a gallon or two, 

The Diſorder to drive from their head or their toe. 

An intemperate ſcene ! for they drench it is plain, 


The noxt day to revel with Bacchus again ; 


Whatever 
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Whatever diſeaſe is incurr'd after dinner, 

At morn by the water's waſh'd off from the Sinner. 
Lo! a place of amuſement for Ladies hard by, 

Where they mount ina ſwing and are toſs d up on high; 

All give their aſſiſtance, and many a thump 

The Miſs, as ſhe's flying, receives on the rump ; 

Miſs Kitty Virago aſcended one day, 

With her heels in the air ſhe was rattled away 

Beſore ſhe was ſeated, the barbarous pack 

Set her off with a violent jerk at her back; 

She ſcreech'd and ſhe ſquall'd, ſaid her head turn'd round 

But ſtill they would not let her get to the ground 

A rapid Phænomenon borne to the moon! 


While ev'ry one gazed at the mighty Balloon. 


N Her 
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Her feathers ſo high, and her Cork ſpread behind, 
Were ſo light as to fly on the wings of the wind. 
The joke was too near being ſerious it's true, 

As forth from the rope ſhe unluckily flew ; 

And dreadful to think on, ſo great was the clattez, 
That nobody tried, or to ſave, or come at her; 
Half naked ſhe flew in a terrible plighr, 

While ev'ry one ſtood all aftoniſh'd with fright ; 
And worfe would 1 been the diſaſter, but Lo! 


In the front run a deep little river below; 


In the middle ſhe fell on a ſudden ſlapdaſh, 
And we who ſtood by, were all wet by the ſplaſh. 
I have ſeen, when a Fiſher in hurry to cram on 


The bank of the ſtream, a live parcel 6{ Salmon ; 


One 
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One bigger than all of a ponderous jole, 

Leaps ſous in the tide, and the billows all roll; 

So with Kitty Virago the waters divide, 

Such a Fiſh was enough to have troubled the tide. 
Some walking, ſome running, ſee many a laſs, 

To hurry the water, and take t'other glaſs ; 

Some after a race, notwifhſlanding the jokes, 

And flaring and laughing of all the good folks, 

Retire to the rooms of the Spa from the air, 

But we make no enquiry, what carries 'em there, 

Old Timber ſee hobbling along the ſmooth walk, 

And hunting the Ladies, and wiſhing to wlk, 


But none will come near him, and run away ever, 


Which he wonders at much, as he thinks himſelf clever, 


N 2 There 
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There fmart Doctor Bolus I ſpy with a crows, 

Attentive and filent, haranguing them loud ; 

Crying, “what are your waters ſulphureous* ? tut ye! 

„They re bad, Sir, deſtrudive 3 a fool was that Rutty, 

„Who much recommends ſuch a villainous ſpring ; 

* He's wrong, Sir, miſtaken in every thing. 

„The med'cines I bring with me here to this place, 

« Will really cure all the fpots in your face. 

„% have many preſcriptions ſtill better than theſe, 

« For the gout, and the Gs and ev'ry diſeaſe, 

The tight-buckled Doctor then ſtrutting about, 

Thinks none of the wifeacres can find him out. 
Hark ! the ſound of a dulcimer, ſcrape of a fiddle, 


Calls the company round to a houſe in the middle, 
Where 


— — 


* Swadlinbar Spa is Sulphureous 


+ DeQor Rutty, whe wrote on the mineral waters of Ireland. 


( 197 J 


Where breakfaſt provided, with cauldrons of tea, 
And butter and toaſt in abundance we ſee ; © 
—But already I've fill'd up the ſpace of a letter, 


So I finiſh, and wiſh that the next may be better. 


ͤ— 


EPIST LE III. 


From SwapLINVIBAR TO RICHARD 


* 


Eſq. 


To proceed with my former intended narration 
Of the breakfaſt, and give you a faithful relation z 

I enter'd along with the firſt of the throng, 
And ſaw the remainder all paſſing along; 
Mifs Clackit, Miſs Screech, and Miſs Pert came together, 
And 1 know the old proverb of birds of a feather; 
They laugh'd, talk'd ſo loud, and that all ina breath, 


That with folly and nonſenſe they ſtunn'd us to death; 


N 3 What 
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What agreeable Spirits ! when nonſenſe is ſpoke, 
To be able to giggle without any joke! 

Next grave Doctor Sullen, a learned Divine, 
Whoſe face was expreſſive in every line, 

Of Anger, if any one dared to begin 

To laugh, for he held it a reprobate ſin. 

Mrs. Drippin went in, and wherever you've been, 
So ruddy a colour you never have feen ; 

Her beautiful neck ſhe was pleaſed to diſcover, 
Which vied with her face and was purple all over, 
The idea ſhe gave me, believe me no lyar, 

Was that of a piece of roaſt beef at the fire. 


With her came Miſs Tiffany, ſweet little laſs, 


Who ogles and leers at the men as they paſs. 


[ 199 J 


Now a buftle enſued at the table where meer 


All the parties, and ſtrive who ſhall get the beſt ſeat ; 


All running and ftriding o'er benches and table, 


They crowd for a breakfaſt, as well as they're able, 


Lord Snuftle ſat down at the top of the row, 
And Mrs. Bumſhuffle a little below; 
Then ald Mrs. Sleepy, who while tea was making 


Took ſauff in abundance to keep herſelf waking ; 


Beſides there were there, 

Miſs Bull, and Miſs Bear, 
And Miſs Barbara Stare; 5 | j | 
Lady Brilliant and daughter, 


Whom the famed Doctor Slaughter 


Had ſent to the water; 


„ * 1 r * 
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Miſs Carrots, Miſs Quizz, 

Miſs Toke, and Miſs Frizz ; 

Madam Whiſker, Mifs Crave, 

And the old Lady ſhave, 

Who there took a place, Sir, 

With her friend Mrs. Razor. 
Some others were preſent whoſe names I have loft, 
That paid their reſpects to the Butter and wats. 
Of the men, if my memory I can rely on, 
Mr. Mouſe, Mr. Lamb, and great Captain O'Lyon ; 
Lord Itch, Mr. Beinſlone, two perſons of worth, 


Poſſeſs'd of extenſive eftates in the North; 
Mr. Sloven was there, Mr. Prim, Mr. Sightly, 


Old Dolt, Captain Lumber, and Jacky Golightly ; 


Some 
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dome friends got together, old Caſh, Mr. Price, 

Captains Faro, and Blackleg, and Doctor Macdice, 
Now the fiddle and dulcimer enter'd, and ſoon 

Serenaded the caters with many a tune; 

With talking and Muſic there roſe ſuch a clatter, 


Outſide you'd have wonder'd what could be the matter. 


For a fimile, let me compare it to hell, 

In a hubbub when headlong the Devils all fell; 

< Twas impoſſible ever to hear converſation, 

But a fcrap now and then of ſome filly narration ; 
Or calling out, Tea, Ma'am, or Chocolate, ſay! 
I never take ſugar—ſome Coco, Ma'am, pray! 

* Fill the teapor, Il thank ye don't ſtir, Sir, I beg 


O Dear, Sir, I fear I have ſcalded your leg 


« Here, 
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Here, Waiter, where are you? cream, Ma' am do you wiſh? 
© Is the tea to your liking ? pray take t other diſh ; 
Bring Chocolate here to the top of the table 
More toaſt-and of muffins as much as you're able; 
Lady Brilliant, you've eaten no breakfaſt; I feel 


For your headach——Dear Madam, I've eaten a deal; 
Then loud play'd the fidlers, tho bad at the beſt, 

As if it would make all the victuals digeſt ; 

The clamour continued, till all were ſupplied 

With tea, toaſt and butter, and muffins beſide ; 
Some had bowls full of milk, nicely fill'd to the brim, 
Others whetted their ſtomachs, with cake they call Slim. 


But as cakes for a breakfaſt are quite a deluſion, 


Eggs. were added to theſe in the utmoſt profuſion. 
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At length all was huſh'd, as tempeſtuous gales 
Sudden fink to a calm, and a filence prevails. 


Or as oft at a board in a party of Squires, 


When Hilarity lights up it's cordial fires, 


That aſcend to the brain in vaſt bumpers of liquor, 


And Vociferous tempeſt grows thicker and thicker, 
Lo! ſoon as they've ſwill'd each a gallon or more, 
And muddled al ſpeechleſs are ſtrew'd on the floor, 
The thunder is lull'd of the deafening noiſes, 
And buzzes the murmuring fall of the voices, 
So our party deſiſted from clamorous ſound, 

And nought but the whiſper of Miſſes went round, 
Een the muſic left off, and how happy was I 


When they laid both their bows and their violins by ; 


Being 
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Being jamm'd in a crowd, and no way of eſtaping, 


A headach I got from the thrumming and ſcraping. 


Now the company ſuddenly roſe from their places, 


With handkerchiefs wiping their mouths and their faces ; 


Alas ! with hot weather, hot tea, *tis the caſe, 


That indelicate figns will appear in the face. 


Behold ! a confuſion encreaſed more and more, ? 

And of compliments paſ'd a profuſion before | 1 
Any one of the company'd paſs thro' the door. | 1 
« Excuſe me, dear Ma'am I could I poſſibly go F 
« *Fore your Ladyſhip ? ſurely I could not do fo ! 4 
Dear Sir,-pray, my Lord—O I could not indeed ] 
« Go on, Sir; 1 beg you will go in my ſtead. ; 


As I now grew impatient, I very much fear'd, 


*T would de time for our dinner, when all would be clear d 
But 
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But at length the good people grew tired of the matter, 
| And burſt forth at once in confuſion and clatter, 


Unwilling too much on your time to intrude, | 


I therefore abruptly beg leave to conclude. 


EPISTLE IV. 
Eſqz 


— 


From SwanrLinBAR To RICHARD 


To continue my ſubject, when all had got out, | 
The Ladies and Gentlemen ſcatter'd about; f 
Bnt ſome of them gather'd their cavalry forces, 
And aſſiſted each other to mount on their horſes ; 


Then away they went riding, all pleaſed beyond meaſure, 


For riding prevails as a principal pleaſure ; 
And the men on their ſaddles, the women on pillions, 1 ö 


Nearly travel as much as the hackney poſtilions. 


A party 


{ 206 J 


A party I met, Mr. Dolt, and his uncle 

Old Block, my Lord Snuffle, ond Mr. Carbuncle, 
Who propoſed to a circle of Ladies to make 

As the weather was charming a tour to the Lake.* 
(A Lake that is diſtant not many a mile, 

And adorn'd on it's banks in a beautiful ftile.) 
They kindly aſk'd me with the people invited, 
For they knew with a ſcheme I was highly delighted. 
Having ſent a good plenty of victuals and wine, 
We ſet off, on the water intending to dine; 
The coaches and chaiſes drove ſwiftly along, 

And the horſemen advanc'd in a numerous throng ; 
See the Phaeton firſt where Lord Snuffle alone is, 


How he laſhes and gallops his poor little poaies ! 
— Jogging 


* Lough Erne, the largeſt Lake in Ireland, ſaid to be <6 miles 
long ; it's ſhore is 5 miles from Swadliabar. 
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Jogging on with his uſual caution and fear, 
Slow comes Mr. Lumber, and brings up the rear; 
Thus when on the day of a market one ſees 
Faſt driv'n on the road a large party of geeſe, 
One ſlower than all of the travelling flock, 
O'erglutted and weighty, or lame by a knock, 
Drags on in the rear of the crowd that is gone, 
So heavy and gouty old Lumber came on. 

At length we arrived on the banks of the lake, 
All eager the freſh water voyage to take ; 
Some gay-powder'd ſparks took the Ladies in charge, 
And ſafely conducted them down to a barge, 
Supplied by his Lordſhip who dwells by the laks, 


For the company thither their parties ro make; 


Captain 
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Captain Spindle was chief of our party that day, 
And took all the care of direAing our way; 

We enter'd the boat, when the Ladies were handed ; 
But alas ! we found out that the veſſel was ſtranded ; 
And I very much fear'd, with the crowd in the boat, 
When we deepen'd our water, ſhe ſcarcely wauld float, 
A delay then enſued, in which moſt of the throng 
Diſembark'd and aſſiſted to puſh her along; 

At length we row'd forward, when all was ſet ri ght, 
With the Ladies as uſual in terrible fright ; 
The crowd was ſo great, tho' the moſt af them merry, 
That we nearly reſembled a mob in a ferry ; 

O ! could I ſet down ev'ry word that was ſpoke, 


Pd tell you of many an excellent joke; 


Some 


I 


I 09 1 


Some modeſt, but ſome beyond decency's laws, 
To which all the men gave the loudeſt applauſe ; 
And the women by tittering ſeem'd to declare, 
Such gaieties ſcarce diſagreeable were. 

Now the weather grew dark, and the wiſe and prophetic 
Foreboded a tempeſt, and were I poetic, 
I'd tell you, that clouds in the welkin around 


Wide-mingled, deep plunging, and brooding profound ; 


By an awning the Ladies were cover'd, but we 


Stood expoſed to the rage of the winds and the fea ; 
On a ſudden a deluge pour'd on us, as when 


A ſhower deſcends on the ſheep in a pen; 
We arrang'd as ſecure as we could. without form, 


Some vyex'd, ſome admiring the Lake in a florm; 


O I vielded 
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yielded with patience, for who wo uld have fretted, 

Or in ſuch pleaſant company grudge to be wetted > 

To add to the pleaſure, the waves ran ſo high, 

They drench'd us as much as the clouds from the ſky, 

We pull'd for the Shore in this terrible plight, 

All filent, and many half dead with the fright ; 

And nearly arriving, both drippitig and wet, 

By a ſquall, we were ſuddenly all overſet; 

Neither hurt, nor in danger, we fell with great ewſcy 

As the depth of the water was fcarce to our knees. 
O ye Muſes,” who Virgil aſſiſted to rattle 

His thundering verſe in the midſt of a battle, 

Or properly Ye, that deſcribed to him true, 

Of Zolus, and his tempeſtuous crew, 


Deſcribing 
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Deſcribing the perſons, and armour“ of men 

As plung'd in the deep and now floating again, 

Aſſiſt thy ſad votary here to diſcloſe, 

The dipping 'of Ladies, and ſpoiling of clothes ; 

Good verſe and. good courage grant to the relater, 

To bring all the company forth from rhe water. 
The Gentlemen tried the poor Ladies to haul in, 

Who far in the water all ſcreeching and ſqualling ; 

Captain Spindle the talleſt in company bore 

An old Lady aloft on his back to the ſhore ; 

While my Lord moſt polktely conducted the daughter 

With ſcraping and bows thro' the midſt of the water. 

The remainder ſucceeded all ſhaking their clothes, 


Drag'd forth. in a crowd by the wet dripping beaus ; 
O 2 22 The 


* Apparent rari names in gurguc wal, 
Arma virum. VinGiL. 
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The Enſign was Righly ſucceſsful that day, 

Or elſe a life might have been loft in the fray ; 
Mrs. Drippin was funk in deep water, it's true, 
But ſhe drag'd herſelf forth by the hair of his queue 
Loud crying,“ O what ſhall I do? what a dipping ? 
*T were better to flay with my dear Mr. Drippin. 
Alas ! he knows nothing of this ſad miſhap, 

For now he is taking his afternoon's nap.” 

Then graſping her cloak in the fear of being loſt, 
Tuck'd up, ſhewing legs nearly thick as a poſt, 
She ſigh'd and ſhe ſobb'd, took the offer'd relief, 
And waddled out flowly, an emblem of griet. 

Mr, Bruin cried, “ hafte, Madam, out of the way go!“ 


Then climb'd o'er the back of Miſs Kitty Virago; 


And 
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And where alongſide, by a ponderous charge 
Of water upturn'd, lay the forrowful barge, 


He ſtept on it's bottom, ſecure from the ſhock, 


And ftood like a cormorant perch'd on a rock. 
Meantime in the water lay feminine ſquallers ; 

Oh! how I did pity the dear caterwaulers ! 

T wok have melted your heart, to have ſeen the ſadthumps 
That the rude ſaucy billows beftow'd on their rumps ; 
Then each as ſhe roſe *mid the boiſterous din, 

How cloſely the drapery ſtuck to her Kin! 

Not plainer was once by artificer's whim 


Mark'd out the proportion of figure or limb, 


Nor finer did Grecian Status diſcloſe, 
The veſt and the ſhape from the head to the toes. 


O 3 Behold 
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Behold to increaſe all the Ladies miſhaps, 
A ſlaughter of ruffles, pins, tuckers and caps! 
There Mr. Carbuncle uprifing ſo big, 
Had many a ribbon faſt ſtuck to his wig ; 
I pitied him truly ;—in ruddineſs higher 
His pimples aſſum'd an additional fire; 
His noſe, tho' well watered, unquench'd by the ſame, 
Appear'd like a lobſter in midſt of a flame; 
Had Neptune peep'd out of the deep at the farce, 
He had laugh'd at his triumph o'er Cupid and ,Mars, 
For of Officers lay an unfortunate band, 
Unable to give to the Ladies a hand ; 
Abuſing the boatmen, in ſorrow tho' louder 
For wetting their hair, and the loſs of the powder 


Jacky 
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Jacky Dolittle there, the delight of Mama, 
Thrown forth from her arms in the ſtormy fracas, 
Gave uneaſineſs vaſt to the anxious dame, 
And crawling and bawling ſhe echoed his name; 
Then finding her pet, he was hugg'd to her foul, 
While 2 pillor'd him faſt by the nape of his poll, 
*Till at length nearly choak'd by a flifling embrace, 
The unfortunate ſtripling grew black in the face. 
Now another ſad terror enſued, and I may die, 
If I can deſcribe the diſtreſs of the Lady; 
For a darling a motherly heart muſt be full ; 


No wonder ſhe bellaw'd and war'd like a hull ; 


She drew from her pocket a cordial of eaſe, 
Whick oft ſhe had uſed her own ſtqmach to pleaſe, 


(A liquor 
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(A liquor too heady, that ſots are trepann'd by, 
And old women tipple, call'd commonly brandy) 
She gave it profuſe from immoderate flaſk, 

And fulfill'd to the youngſter the motherly taſk, 
Till he lifted his head, and half drunk gan to ſtir it, 
Wide rolling his eyes with the fullneſs of ſpirit. 


The unfortunate old Mr. Lumber to ſave, 


They tow'd him along thro? the foam of the wave; 


Our Rev'rend Divine the calamity bore, 

And gravely and ſolemnly ſtalk'd to the ſhore. 
For myſelf, being drench'd and ſo wetted before, 
The latter miſhap did'nt trouble me more; 


But often I waded, as ſhort was the diſtance, 


And to each in ſucceſſion gave all my aſſiſtance. 


Beſides 
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Beſides a few men of eſtate and condition, 
There was dipp'd in che water an able Phyſician ; 
To enforce his preſcription, he down on his face went, 
And pradiſed cold bathing along with his Patient. 
And alas ! as unfortunate he as the beſt, 
Nay had more to complain of than moſt of the reſt, 
For his hat, a misfortune *twas hard to deride, 
Rnd his full powder'd wig floated off with the tide, 
When we landed, as till the rain fell helter ſkelter, 
We went with all ſpeed to a cottage for ſhelter ; 
But the Miſſes could ſcarcely go fafter than ſnails, 
Fromthe weight of the water that dripp'd from their tails. 
Arrived at the Cottage and ſafe from the ſtorm, 


They ran to the chimney to make themſel ves warm 3 


But 
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But alas! all around it was herrid and dark, 

And of fire we could ſcarcely diſcover a ſpark; 

It was ſhortly coucluded, tho' wet all the while, 

We muſt run thro! the rain to the Houſe of Belliſſe. 

Diſtreſsful indeed, and moſt truly alarming ! 

'To leave a ſnng houſe without getting a warming; 

But no other reſource, to Belliſle to repair 

We agreed, and the Ladies again took the air, a 
As I fear I ſhall tire you, and take up your time, ' 

III ſoon put an end to my ſtory and rhyme ; 

Without further deſcription I'll leave to your cunning, +» 

To fancy the Miſſes all ſcuddling and running 

Some ſcreeching and groaning with many a ſigh, 


Half willing to laugh, yet more willing to cry, 


Tit 
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Till after they had a moſt draggle-tail run for't, 
They came to the Houſe to their infinite comfort; 


There truly was offer'd a friendly reception, 


And ev'ry good offer beyond their conception, 


As accidents lately had come altogether, 
Good fortune befriended us now, for the weather 
Clear'd up and with glee having managed to dine, 


We embark'd on the Lake, as the evening was fine; 


No danger enſued, but all joy and diverſion, | 


Till we ſafely got home from the pleaſant excurſion, 


My ſtory at length I have brought to an end, 


And beg leave to remain your affectionate friend 
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AbpRkESsSsED To HISs Ro YAL HicHwness 
PRINCE WILLIAM HENRY, 


ON HIS ARRIVAL In COR k. 
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See with furl'd ſail the veſſel ride, 
As Cannons roaring ſtill th impetuous tide, 


And Royal Preſence with rough voice allow! 

Behold ! the Anchor falls! the harbour d Prow 
Is moor'd by joyful Seaman's hand! 

Around ye Waters, gently flow, 

Placid Zephyrs, mildly blow, 


Ye waves, aſſuage your murmur hoarſe, 


While WiLL1am leaves his wat'ry courſe, 
And deigns to viſit glad Iexxez's land. 


CHORUS | 
Dominions all of England's King, | 


Peoples and States, Britannia's Monarch hail ! 


For Loyalty can rouſe a rapt'rous firing, 
And praiſe of mighty GzoxGe ſhall never fail! 
| With 
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With all the ſounds we praiſe 
That num'rous Voice can raiſe ! 
Greet the kind Ruler of his Subjects true! 
The Son we hail, whom one day all ſhall view 
Triumphant o'er Britannia's foes, 
The dazzling Sun, that early roſe 
To waft his ſplendours o'er the deep, 
Whom Vict'ry's ſelf ſhall ſafeſt keep, 
| When the great Hero to the aftoniſh'd ſight, 
10 Britain's Giuſe, if Foes preſs; ſorely on her, 
Thro' thund'ring Squadrons dauntleſs pours the fight, | 
And Navies. leads to Glory, Triumph, Honour 
STR 20: RE 
O Joy unflt and unconceiv'd before! 
Erft to lerne ſuch hath never been ! 
Lo! on her Loyal and her faithful Shore, 
The much+lov'd Gr oxce's Royal Offipring ſcen ! 
What heart expands not with the thought ? 
What mind bur feels its joy, its good ? 
No Tongue is filent ! diſtant brought 
- Hibernians throng to honour Royal blood! 
| ANTISTROPUP. 
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ANT IST R OP H E. 
Happy was the Gale 
That filbd the ſwelling ſail, 
And with propitious breeze, 
To bleſt Hibernia's good, 
Wafted thee hither, Virtuous Prince, 
Saſe thro' the rough Atlantic flood; 
All gratitude be ours, 
lerne WiLLiam deigns to favour, | 
Some time in War's (far be they) dang'rous hours | 
His Love, and Proweſs of his Arm ſhall ſave Her. 
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Then lift the ſounds of Song ! 
Unrivall'd Themes of Loyalty and Praiſe 
(To Ireland's Prince all Honours full belong) 
Awake our joyful tho' afpiring Lays; 
Approach we then, our voices raiſe, 
To ſound our King and Prince's praiſe ; 
Long may WiLL1iam glad the place 
Where ey'ry heart affection pays | 


But 
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But ſhould the Monarch call him home, 

Or further o'er the ſeas to roam, 

All Good attend him, Safety, Honour there, 
| each Hizzxnian's with, and ev'ry Subject's pray'r. 
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